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SEASONABLE ANARCHISM. 


“ Christmas Eve wiil for ever be imprinted on my heart. I never remember anything like it. It appears that Bill Higgins for some time past had been heard 
mumuring to himself about the advance of Anarchism, but little attention was paid ‘o it. Why he should wish to blow up Poor Papa’s palatial premises will 
remain a mystery, Who let Pa into the secret is also not quite certain; personally, I believe it was Boulanger-Shakebacon. The ‘ Mildewed Beat,’ of course, 
arrived too late to prevent the explosion; but the Blood-stained One was seized, and at once plunged into the dungeon beneath the Castle Moat—which, in 
reality, is our coal-cellar. At the moment of writing, his language seems to be oozing through the cracks in the door and upsetting everybody.”’—Tootsig. 
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CHRISTMAS PARCELS. 


“Carriage Paid on 10lbs. and upwards in England.” 


BARBER AND COMPANY'S 


“THE ORIGINAL,” HAVE BEEN FAMED FOR CHINA AND OTHER TEAS FOR 
NEARLY A CENTURY (Since 1797). 


TEAS. ad. 
Convo, ef great strength and good quality........ assesses 10 
5). Oriyvinal Boxes, 56. 
* Packlin,” a Pure, Pungent Leaf Congo (China) ...... 12 
Siftiners (not Powder) from New Season's Cougo......... 10 
(Itavly for use as soon as made.) 
Loch Sarupy Onfa Como oe megesaenes) wepeeesiceecs wt 4 


‘rivinal | oxes, 68. 6d. 
v Ceylon (* No Outrageous Na:nes ") 16. 6d. and : 18 


Al Boxes, 

ug Congo (China) ... 
st Black Tea Grown .., 
ure Moyune Gun 


The Finest am! Purest Moyun d 
(similar to that sold at 168, 100 years ago—1797.) 
Vinest Youns Myson (Pure) 1 


The Vinest Orange Pekve 


COFFEES. a 4. 

French Coffee—as used in Paris (“A Luxury”).........1 0 
Fine Costa Rica (mixed with the finest Bruges 

Chicory) wssesseeeses -1 2 

1 5 

17 

19 

and jlb. Sample Packets) 20 

Pp red Vienna Chocolate 16 

Prepared French Chocolate 10 

(Neither require boiling. 
Finest Trinidad—Fiaked or Nibbed. 14 


(Must be simmered for fifteen minutes.) 


1¢:b and above of Tea or Coffce (over 18. per Ib.) Carriage paid in England. Any of the Teas supplied 


In SIb., 10ib, and 20!b. Original Boxes without Ex 


ra Charge. 


SPECIAL TERMS TO HOTELS, CLUBS, INSTITUTIONS, AGENTS, AND LARGE CONSUMERS, 


ads ESTBOURNE GROVE, W 
— BRIGHTON ; 60 CH 


(SOVEREIGN REMEDIES) 


Qui it has cured her of Eczema, from which she had been 


. a 61 
REGENT CIRCUS, OXFORD erenet oe +e 
URCH ROAD. 


ADRANT, NEW STREET, 


BISHOPSGATE STREBT, E.C.; 
REET, and 75 EAST STREET, 
HOYE. ed Addresses in Sussez.) 
BIRMINGHAM. 


SKIN ERUPTIONS, 
IRRITATION, PIMPLES, 


BRUISES, BURNS, 
ULCERATED BAD LEGS 
SORES, RINGWORM, 
CHILBLAINS, etc., 


GCGURED BY 


SKIN OINTMENT “x=. 


ao BLOOD TABLETS “=~ 


UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIAL. 
MR. MARTIN. DEAR SIR—I beg to inform you that the Ointment I received from you bas 
suffering nearly 


10 Cambridge Place, Camberley, Surrey. 
ed a blessing child, 
from birth. Yours faithfully, A. J. BRAMBLES 


Ladies will find the combined treatment invaluable for the SK) 
COMPLEXION CLEAR, and Free trom all Blemiches and tot ND 
“CULLWICK’S” have a World-Wide Reputation. 
Either Ointment or Tablets, 1s, 144, from all Chemists, er pest free, 1s. 34, from MARTIN, Chemist, SOUTHAMPTON. 


J. THEOBALD & CO.’S SPECIALITIES. 


o!! cone, 


GQKATES! SKATES!! SKATES!!! 1000 
Pairs Ready to Go Off.. they are 
Don't wait and be disappointed. Every pair 
cheapest house for good 
skates, Be sure and say 
the length of your boots 

inele> to 12 inches. All skates sent carriage free. Polish: 
Wouwl Skates, narrow holes, with long straps, 2/6 per pair. 
Superior, brow! holes, with broad Albert straps, 3/- per pair ; 
broad 
straps and brass toe plates, 4/6; two pairs, 8/6; three pairs, 
12/-; with brass heel plate, 9d. ver ps ir extra. —— 
8 *, for fen skating, 3/6 per r; three pairs, 9/6. 
heels, 26; three pairs, 6/6. Acme Pattern Skates, 3/6 ; three 
rire, 9/6, Nickel silvered, 6/6; three pairs, 18/6. The 
kcnowued Caledonian Skates, turning a screw at the heel 


—Buy 
guaranteed. We are the 
RSE in inches, All sizes, 7 
three pairs, 8/6. Best Walnut Wood Skates, with 
Skeleton steel Skates, with straps and clips to screw in 
Takes the skate bite firmly all over, cannot come off. Great 


improvements this season so that one side can be Ict out 
Inere than the other, don't buy the old kind, 6/- per pair; 
two puirs, 11/-; three pairs, 16/-, Silver plated, 10/6; two 
“20-3 three pairs, 28/-. Very Best Caledonian Skate, 
with prooveld blades, 13/6 per pair, silver plated. All skate 
Parts, -trape, &c, Trale and wholesale houses supplied. 


IN/IGGERS' WIGS.—RKeliable quality, 1/3 and 1/9; 
last, with rising tuft, 2/6 and 3/6. Collars, white or 
stripe], 1/2; best, frilled, 2/-. Cuffs, small, 
1,2; large and frillel, coloured, 1/6, white, 
2.3. Fronts, 1/6; best quality, 2/6. Special 
Black for faces, etc., 1/2. Bows, 1/2. Um- 
brella cases, 1/2. Coats, 5/6, 6/6. Waist- 
coats, 4/6. Trousers, 5/-,6/6. Crepe Masks, 
to fit face, 4/-. Nigger Masks, male or 
female, 1/6, 2/6. Look Nigger Dialogucs, 
etc., 1/2. Bones, 1/2, 1/8, 
2/6. Clappers,1/-. Ban- 
oes, 4/6, 6/6,7/.. Tam- 
purines, 1/2, 1/9, 2/6. 
Masks, Wixa, Costumes, Make-ups of 
every «lescription, see list. 


FRATIFICIAL FROST FOR 
CHRISTMAS. — In boxes, 
8d., 1/2 and 2/6, Spangles for costumes, 
etc., assortment, 8d., 1/2, 2/6 and 5,-. 
Witch's Mask. 1/6, Father Christmas, 
1)-; with beard, 1/6 and 2/6. Theatrical 
Mate-ups, 2/9, 5/6 and 10/6, Japanese 
Lanterns, from 1/- per doz. to 1/- each. 
Fairy Wands, 1/6 and 2/6. Donkey, Bear, — 
Cat, Wolf and other Maske, best quality, 
i/6 ami 2/3, Entercainments provided. Limelights, etc. 


Ov PACKETS OF CHRISTMAS AND 
NEW YEAR'S CARDS.—\o. | Packet price 
2/6, carriaze free, contains one Ib, weight of cards, 100 cards 
in all, varying from gd. to 1/- in value. Each packet con- 
tains twelve spleudid Jewelled Cards of highest quality and 
fnish, three two-fold Screen Cards, three three-fold ditto, six 
Embossed Cards, six beautiful Figured Cards, four to 
ftani up, three Cut-out Cards, three Surprise Cards, twelve 
Floral, six Lake Scenes, six of Old Country Scenes, three 
Fronted Cards, th: ee Transfurmation Canis, and thirty others 
asssurtel. Price 2/6, carriage free. Shop value from 10/6 to 
2/6. No.2 Packet contains twenty-four of the very highest 
quality cards. six of the celebrated Ileal Cards, six Jewelled 
Cards, three Transformation Cards,three Cut-out Cards, three 
lace aids, three Standing-up Cards, etc. Price 3/6, carriage 
fice. No. 3 Packet contains air Cards ( siinilar, ouly less in 
Lauber, tothe No.1 Packet). Price 1/3, free. No.4 
miler io qual- 

Card En- 


ocket, containing twelve best quality ir 
velopes, assorted sizes, thirty for 7d., sixty for 1/-, 300 for 3/6. 


ity to No. 2 Packet, 1/3, carriage free. 


HE CELEBRATED BIJOU MAGIC 
T LANTERNS AND SLIDES. -—These scts 
oaeey. Sve palm over all other.. Each set is packel in a 
ha e box. The lanterns aud all of the slides arc of 
Saperier English 

— These are 
8) ly got up so 
as to form iss veee 
sents, and will give 
sativfaction every- 
wi 


Ts A AN 


= two lenses, par- 
afin lamp, glass chimney, silvered reflector, sixty really 
Comic Figures, on twelve long slides, three complete nur- 
ony tales, eact: Tale having twelve pictures on four slides, 
making thirty-six more pictures; two Comic Slipping 
Slides, two Moving Panorama Slides, one “Good Night” 


tern, fitted with 


Slide, two Lever Slides, one “Welcome,” one “Man 
Swallowing Rats” two Chinese Fireworks Slides, one Rack- 
Dlokares inet eomgarte with fastrectican giving a pasture 
ures in all, complete x { 8 picture 

ou sheet of psa ft. diameter. Price ie. i 

No. 2, precisely similar, but having a No. 3 Lantern and 
No.2 6&1 forming a larger size throughout. Gives a 
picture four ft. diameter, price 14/6. 

No. 3 size, much larger still, very suitable for a special 
present, gives a five ft. liametcr picture. 21/-. 

Battles of Specially Prepared Oil, giving great brilliancy, 
Sd., 1/6, and 2/6. 
D Ga LANTERNS AND SLIDES.— 
lamp, reflector, chimney, two power- 


plete, with twenty comic figures, 
warranted to show well, carriage 
free, 1/6; larger sizes, with fifty 
figures, 2/3, 3/6, 5/6, 7/6 aud 10/6. 
Immenee varieties of Lantern Slides, 
from 8d. per doz. See Catalogue, all 
sizes and kinds up to £80 each. 
Special bottles of Luxor Lantern Oil, 10}d. and 1/6. 


VE HELIKON: a New Musical Instrument. It 

is contained in a handsome ebonized cabinet, relieved 
with gold ornamental linings. It stands on four ebonized 
pedestal songorte: The music is produced by turning 
a handle at the side. Six pieccs of music are given with 
each instrument. The notes are stamped out of round 
compresse! cardboar! discs, and are placed beneath a metal 
lever at the top. The music is sweet, and thoroughly 
melodious, not a grinding, harsh, hurdy-gurdy jumble 
which offends the car and disgusts the purchaser, but 
guaranteed to be really harmonious and thoroughly ie 


cal. You are not asked by your friends what tune it is * 


supposed to be. Anyone can play the Helikon, and you can 
always buy extra tunes. ‘or evening parties, picnic 
gatherings, the home, on board ship, and io every time aud 
Place, the Helikon is welcome. Each Helikon has six tunes 
given with it. We have made special arrangements to send 
theve instruments, each packed in a strong wooden case, with 
six tunes, as above, carriage free, for the low price of 18/6, 


HE MAGICIAN'S CABINET, containing ten 
good Covjuring Tricks, 1/3; boxes of larger tricks, 
1/3, 3/8, 5/6, 10/6, 21/-, 42/-. All the following tricks, 1/3 
each : The Magic Purse no one can open but owner, Mu 
and Halfpeuce, Money —— > a Die, Wizard's 
Vanishing Egg and Bag, Secret Match Boz (im- 
eaten to open without the secret), Puzzle Snuff Boz. 
sands of otber Tricks, see e. 


J. THEOBALD & COc, Established over Sixty Yeara. Telephones, Nos. 8597 and 6767. 
Teca} Depot; 20 Church St. Kensington, London, W. Head City Warehouse, to which Address all Letters, 19 Farringdon R4. Lowdon, £.0, 


BLOTCHES, WOUNDS, 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


! Are in all respects the mest perfect and unique mstruments ever offere:! to the public as mecnanical and remedial for any 
H of rupture or internal ‘These trusses of the best povsible manufacture; they are ealf. ght emfertabie. 
! rface t , non-absorbent material (Ukonite! tress 


| 


(Christmas, 1894. 


[THuME LATEST INVENTION. 


SKULL’S PATENT OKONITE TRUSSES 


FOR HERNIA (RUPTURE) 


external surface being covered with a 
ation, and the acid excretions of the skin ; cannot rust or get out of order, 


he cred Fee Thee ee eae stnctive we have ever naticad.” nae ‘ 

Medical They ave scientifically construc ive pestect support ase. 

Medical Press and C: —** Will no doubt come into general use. ™ 

Uiustrated Medical News.—"We can with every confilence recommend them to all sufferers from Hernia (Rupture) and Prolapeus.’ 
Thousands of Unsolicited Testimonials from ail parts of the World. 


Awards :—Gold; Medals, Paris (1289. Gold Medal, “ World's Pair,” Chicago 


Common quality. Medium quality. Best quailty. 
PRICES: 28/6 386 48.6 each single. 
» Si- ra 91- » double, 
MEASUREMENTS REQUIRED.—The entire circumference round the body two inches below the top of the hips, State if the ruptuse ts 
en the right, left, or both of the body, or at the navel, and about the size of the protrusion. 


Address: THEODORE SEULE|Es, 
Surgical Instrument Maker, 


(ESTABLISHED 1863.) 91 SHAFTESBURY AVENUE, LONDON, W., ENGLAND. 


Manufacturer of all kinds of Surgica! Instruments, Trusses. Belts, Obstetric Binders, Elastic Stockings, 
Knee-Caps, Anklets, Suspensory Bandages, Enemas, Syringes, Pessaries, Rubber Goods, etc. 


FULL PARTICULARS MAILED FREE. 


DIRECT FROM THE PATENTEE AND SOLE MANUFACTURER TO THE CUSTOMER AT WHOLESALE PRICES, 
THE WONDERFUL ORCHESTRAL ORGANETTE. 
SPECIAL OFFERTA FOUR GUINEA ORGANETTE FOR SS/- 

AVING for yeare manufactured enormous quantities of Automatic Reed Or, 
a re aa ian Se od NAY SO 


Two Complete 
dete of 


i 


ae Sophyr, or 8 


‘4 oo4 —Our 
svas tn tabecbaaston ve tee sisted 
to 
Saas = 
ot United Ki: 
oo oe ope ig Hs cthe. La i ‘ee e ee" close at noon. N.B.—A 7} 
WITENLED TO FORLION CUSTOMERS. — Address: "5. DRAPER BLA RN. 


LARGEST ORGANETTE WORKS IN THE WORLD. 


Owing to man Iries asking 2s 

one wut oe are followiag , wr ner atte ' 

8 Ios deyoait and ta monthly. Price ea” Fall pattioulase 
on appl 


Nourishing than 


Times more 
ordinary Extract of Meat or 
Home-made Beef Tea. 


age 


Some Good Frdbice. 


W1THODT even so much as “ By your leave,” or, “I hope I don’t 
intrude,” Christmas has ——— down upon na with a snddenness 
wi.ich would be almost alarming, were not his Festive Majesty such 
: a favourite with ail of us. As it is, 
both voung and old greet the dear 
old Father's arrival with enthu- 
siasm. A. SLOPER is especially fond 
of the hoary-headed old gentleman. 
His appearance on the scene gives 
the Ewinent the opportunity for 
which he has been waiting for 
months past, viz., of wishing his 
numerous friends and patrons a 
very Merry Christmas, and at the 
same time tendering them a little 
good advice, Unfortunately, there 
are many who are reluctant to 
accept advice in any shape or form, 
and SLOPER has ofttimes found his 
offers of the same met with a heavy 
assault from a pair of hob-nailed 
boots. It is needless to remark, 
though, that these boots were not 
worn by a friend of the Old Man's, 
ALLY would like to first impress 
upon the British Public the fact 
that there is a certain periodical 

ublished weekly call “ALLY 
SLOPER'’S HALF - Houipay.” Of 
course, there are only a few, a very 
few, indeed, who are not acquainted 
with this fact; but it is to those 
few that the Old Wreck wishes to 
appeal. If they want to havea Happy and Prosperous New Year, 
they must make up their minds permanently, to become regular 
subscribers to the paper in question, 1t is no use mincing matters 
or beating about the bush: this is undoubtedly the only direct 
road to real happinese, See that you follow it. 


FL BSeasonable GHuerp. 


“ MUVVER.” said little Johnny Scooplebury, “there's a big hole 
in my stockin’, an’ it wouldn't be safe to hang it up; but Ma’ 
rays there’s a empty meal-sack out in the kitchen as she dont 
want. May I hang that up instead?” 


Phe Wye Tsop. 
A REAL AND NOT A GRUSS-MITH-ICAL “ AFFAIR.” 


I saw an Old Man crawling out, 
I eaw a New Boy skipping in ; 
Methought “tis '95, no doubt. 
He seems to have a cheery grin. 
Methinks I'll give him some advice 
Which he may usefully employ, 
The which may e him more precise, 
Not—like the rest—a Naughty Boy. 
In fact I'll question this young clf 
And teach him to behave himself.” 


Il. 
I said, “Come hither, Ninety Five 
(For that I take to be your name), 
Since you to dwell with us arrive, 
_ I trust you'll keep quite free from blame, 
Some previous youngsters of your sort 
Were greatly given to annoy, 
And left behind a bad report, 
Will you, too, be a Naughty Boy ? 
Their promises soon broke like delf, 
We want you to behave yourself.” 


11, 


“Wild worries here and panics there 
Did they by their behaviour cause, 
Red agitation filled the air 
_And broke some hearts as well as laws, 
Your predecessor Ninety Four 
Brought some poor victins little joy. 
oO pee don’t add to that dread score, 
_ But try to be a better boy. 
Keep swindlers from Toil’s hard-earnt pelf, 
Ju this respect behave yourself.” 


lv. 
“Old-fashioned Love, the true old kind, 
Tis now the mode for some to shun ; 
Divorce and such we 
rampant find, 

And brides are bought. 
not wooed an 
won, 

Ere you some few 
months older grow, 

I trust all methods 

‘ou'll employ 
To bein this quite comme 


tl faut, 
Not (like the rest) a 
Naughty Boy. 
In love-themes be like an 
Adelph- 
I hero, and behave your- 
self.” 
Vv. 
“And re my own affairs,” 
eaid I, 
“I want the world to 
be less prone 
To sniff at me and pass 


me by; 
I want nice praises on 


my own, 
‘Twas for this reason, 
little Turk, 
I waited here to wish 
you joy; 
O, Amw can I proceed to work ; 
To make you be a better boy, 
And e'er behave yourself, young elf? 
e 


Then Kcho said “ Behave yourself.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


—_———_—.——_————- 


FA CXbristmas FL lphabet. 


‘s for the Almonds so daintily white, 

for the Bon-bons we're pulling to-night. 
for the Cheers that ascend to the skies, 
for the Dinner that gladdens our eyes. 
for the Etiquette each one derides, 

for the Flame on the Plumpudding’s sides, 
for the Gladneas inspiring us all, 

for the Holly that glows on the wall. 

*s Indigestion that some will endure, 

‘s for the Jalap quite certain to cure. 

for the Kiss ‘neath the mistletoe bough, 
for the Log that is flickering now. 

‘s for Mince-pies in most tempting array, 
for the Night that we turn into day. 

for the Oranges scented and sweet, 

for the Pudding we noisily greet. — 

for the Queen we are toasting amain, 

for the Raisins imported from Spain. 

for the Snapdragon—blithe is its “snap”; 
for the Tinkey, a wonderful chap. 

for the Union of voices and hearts, 

for the Varied selection of tarts. 

for Wine which we gaily upraise, 

for old Xmas Day, best of all days. 

for the Yells of each girl and each boy, 
for the Zest with which Yule they enjoy ! 


Gf hristmas Crackers. 


For all the minor woes of Christmas-time, a sailor generally 
finds a quid to be a sovereign remedy. 
“THIS is a freezin ion,” grumbled the hot mince-pie as it 
tumbled into the iced walter: 
“The warmth of your greeting has overcome me for the 
moment,” was the melting reply. 
A CHRIsTsA8 week rover from Rhyl, 
At a French table @’héte ate his fill ; 
But when told the third course 
He had just wolfed was—horse ! 
Great Gatti! Well, there !—he zras ill! 


SKK dq mOvOZEO NaH svaWP> 


Seasonable Ssymiles and WXcasonable 
Riisibilities. 


ARIOUS' kinds of 
smiles are known to 
man, also to woman, 
each sex, of course, 
knowing more about 
the smiles of the other 
than its own. Why 
this should be so it 
boots not now to 
inquire too curiously. 
We have no de-ire to 
wo! our readers 
with “psychological 

problems.” We leave 

them to the plays of 
the day ; and then if 
the reader likes to 

o and be worried on 


is own hecan. But 
judging from the 
state of siness at 


the “problem ” play- 
houses, the probabil- 
- ity is that the said 
reader will stay away 
in his thousands. 
ey to ha Lt 
again, we say there 
are various kinds of 
. siniles—and we say it 
without the slightest fear of anyone resorting to that last resource 
vd eons minds—namely, writing to the papers to deny it. 
rere is: 

Firetly—The Smile of Nature, which, towards summer, verges on 
the broad griv. This kind of simile is like that of our best and 
brightest girl. Indeed, when you come to think of it, what is 
Nature? Besides being the universal sweetheart even in her most 
silent moods—nay, perhaps because she is silent—coes she woo us? 
And though she is a very general sweetheart, lavishing her smiles 
(sometimes not unmixed with a frown or two), vet no one is jealous 
of her smiling on the other—always excepting, of course, the 
Demon Land-Grabber and the Foul Fiend, Openspacestealer ! 

Secondly—There is the Smile at Grivf, as patented by Patience, 
what time she equatted on the morument—not the one ner 
Thames Street, but the one in “Twelfth Night.” This is a very 
useful smile, and is warranted not to “run” when the teardrops 
fall on it. It isa boon-and-a-blessing kind of smile ; but it requires 
considerable courge to manipulate it properly. Ergo, the Briton 
is naturally the best manipulator thereof. 

Thirdly and Nextly—Comes the “ Smnile ” of Civilization, supposed 
to have been handed aown to us by the cave-dwellers, who appear 
ecoprding to the best archwology (our own) to have had many a 
high old time. Their present. descendants, unlike the C.-D.'s, 
always “cave out.” it being against their dearest principles ever to 
“cavein.” This kind of “smile,” on being translated into modern 
speech, generally reads, “ What's yours /” 

The last-named smile is one much affected by the gentleman 
whose name of fame appears at the head of this aed it must 
be confessed, extre nous, that the question attached to this smile is 
one which he prefers Raving put to him instead of putting it. But 
no matter. Enough to say that a Miss is as good as his (s)mile, for 
both are equally mec rps 

Among other smiles is that which everyone should wear at this 
season of the year—njmely, the Smile of Hope, the Smile of 
Reconciliation, the Smile of Cheer, the Smile of Love, and, above 
all, the Smile of Charity and the Smile of Benevolence. It has 
been thought by some savants that the proper expansion of the 
heart and subsequently of features neceee 7 for this business may 
be largely induced by a certain universally-asked-for Christmas 
publication, which a sudden attack of the blushrosiest of blushes 
prevents us from “ naming.” 

Be this as it may, remember that the last-named smiles must be 
loch ea wes emanate from the cheery heart, and not merely 
rom the surface of the “chivvy "—— 

Therefore, let every one of SLOPER's myriad readers at once 
proceed to shed on the sorrowing and the needy the Smiles of 

mfort, Gladness and Goodwill, and when they have started let 
them go on like the villain in the play, “Smile and smile, and 
smile again.” Then may they exhibit this specially-invented placard: 

“Oug CHRISTMAS COMFORT CLUB HAS NOW COMMENCED.” 


ik 


CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Xmas: ast, Wresent, and Future. 


“GOODWILL and Pee upon earth is best, 
And our souls shall from spite be free!" 
Such was the thought that possessed our breast 
At the Christmas of Ninety-Three, 
But the feet of Time have, 
relentless, stepped 
O'er Eternity’s bound- 
less floor ; 
And can we avow that 
our vow's been kept 
At the Christmas of 
Ninety-Four/ 
Possibly not; and if not, 
dear friends, 
Let us honestly, humbly 


strive 
For our past backslidings 
to make amends 
Ere the Christmas of 
Ninety-Five ! 
“Charity’s claims shall 
ne'er be pars 
While a coin in our 
pouch have we!” 
Such was the vow to our 
hearts we made 
At the Christmas of 
Ninety-Three. 
But the Yule did only 
our ms make 
With ephemeral achings sore ; 
And what have we done for Charity's sake 
At the Christmas of Ninety-Four? 
Possibly naught ; but if naught, dear friende, 
We may fervently, firmly strive 
For our past shortcomings to make amends 
Ere the Christmas of Ninety-Five ! 


The “deadly sins” are in number seven, 
And a pious resolve made we 
That they all should out of our hearts be driven, 
At the Christmas of Ninety-Three. 
But the wheel of Time has revolved apace, 
And can we the fact ignore 
That those sins from our souls we have failed 
to chase, 
Till the Christmas of Ninety-Four? 
Possibly not: but if not, dear friends, 
We may yet, by God's help, contrive 
For our errors and vices to make amends 
Ere the Christmas of Ninety-Five! 


Fhe Wyety eperedity. 
(A STORIETTE IX SECTIONS.) 


TowarRDs the extreme end, almost the absolute finish of the 
strange and fitful Nineteenth Century, there existed—by their 
professional wits—two characters, which have been found neces- 
sary to this story. One was Mr. Slashcutt, who followed the 
calling of a dramatic critic, the other was Mr. Wheezcbagge, an 
unusually respectable low comedian—a class which was in demand 
in those days, when troops of dogs had not flooded the Theatrical 
and Variety markets. 

Now the principal players in those days were human—sometimes, 
ee the Bauble Shopkeeper of the Mr. Jones of the period—very 

uman. 

And one of the most human of the very humans was Mr. 
Wheezebagge, who could never, for some reason or other, regari| 
Mr. Slashcutt as being anything but inhuman. Some opined 
that the cause of this was that Mr.S. might have once or twice 
remarked in his, of course, highly artistic criticisms, that Mr. 
Wheezebagge’s “ reading " of this or that character “ left something 
to be desired” on the score of subtlety, “ insight" or ‘introspection.’ 
Besides which Mr. Slashcutt had often been heard to remark that 
that Whsevebanue fellow was an arrant ass, and so it must be 
confessed that Slashcutt had in his priuted utterances been perhape 
kinder than he might have been. 

However, in due course the critic and the criticised being neizh- 
bours, both gave each other away in marringe—if not in other 
matters, And for a time all was peace, that is as far as each res- 
pective pair was concerned towards the other. 

. e 


e * * . 
The revolving years went on revolving and going ont with a 
sputter, one after another, like catherine wheels gone wrong, 
Lut thougit most things went away there were two nittters that 
came in due course, * Babies!” you ray, and you have guessed it 
in once. The aforesaid families received one apiece—yuie enough 
to go on with. * * * . 
Seven years elapsed, and these youngsters, like Jeshurun’s 
“ Jerusalem,” waxed fat and kicked. In their ense, however, they 
mony kicked each other. The Comedian’s pride and jov often 
complained that the Critic's P. and J. was always down on him ; 
eaid his mar- 
ble-playing 
lacked finish 
and so on, and 
that when he 
made a remark 
the Critic’s P. 
and J. always 
sneered at it 
as a gag bor- 
rowed from 
America. The 
Critic's boy, on 
the other hand, 
asserted that 
the Come- 
dianlet always 
seemed to re- 
ard him as 
is natural en- 
emy unless he 
(the Criticling) 
gushed over 
cvers ining he 
said and did. 
One day they 
had a bitter 
quarrel, where- 
upon Slash- 
cutt’s Own yelled “Yah! hoo! u-r-r-r! 
farver to cut your farver up for this!” . 
“Garn away!" retorted Wheezebagge Junior, “I can jolly soon 
put a stop tothat. How? Why I'll get my farver to buy a play 
off yours! That'll take the sige of his knife!" ; 
And yet there are some who dare to pooh-pooh Heredity. 


Yuu see! I'll get my 
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THE ICEAL ANO THE REAL. SOUR AND SWCET. 


Elder Sister, Look, Tommy, at the beautiful old clock pa has given us 
for Christmas ! 

Tommy. Tthoucht it was an automatic machine; penny in the slot, 
you know. 


eee cma warpeieed at dag | and ater kissing Miss Crimsonbeak. 
. Hus t ve 
Father Christmas—from two points of view. away the taste, wi gel cheese Nit 


UNCLE BEN, THE BIRD, AND THE BARNEY. 


Ne Q@) aw 


“=trike me pink, Liza! if yer goes sticken the mistletoe abourt 
in that fetchin’ manner, blest if I shan't forget myself and collar 
a bit ter kiss yer sister with.” 


CHRISTMASTICATING THEIR CHRISTMAS DINNER. Pl lead tes Ve rb wh Rates). erovile you with a Christmas dinner ? was the impecanious nephew disg doc + Merey 1° <ereamed Unele Ben, unis 
fete = pe 5 ely. I'm to buy a Turkey for my-elf.—-(2) It was a splemlid bird,and = the turkey, but spare my life. The higiwavmau disappeared, and so did the 
Missionary on Toast—Suuce, Ancic:t and Molern, Uncle Ben drank sv many Christmas glasses over it that it was rather late when he turkey. —-15) Next day the impecunious nephew and his family sat down to 


started for home.—(3) “ Your turkey or your life!” shoutel a masked ruffian, enjoy the Christmas dinner which Uncle Ben's * nt” had supplied. History 
wajslaying him, and presenting a formidable pistol at Uncle Ben's heal.—(4) It dues not record in what way Unels Den dined vn Christunas Duy. 


A CHRISTMAS BOX. 


LAP 


a2 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 


(Coldbey, invited to spend Christmas Day at Sun-sbou's), 
Porter. Waiting for the down train, sir’ Afraid she's stuck 
in the snow. Expect you'll set down some time to-morrow, 
No, sir, you can't get nothing about here; hotel's five miles 
acrors the fields. and the snow s awful deep, 


Crows SRess 
1 Tang SiR? A 
a 


Delicated to admirers of Loveliness and the lovers of the noble art of 
self-defeuce. 


A CHRISTMAS FANCY. 


When the Rev. Septimus Goggles was superintending the 
decoration of his church, he should have remembered that holly 


is an evergreen that will not be sat upon, A British Institution in danger—Gallant rescue by the M.F.B. PREPARATIONS FOR THE PANTOMIME. 


(re tt 
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A WEATHER GLASS. 


x 
| 
ig 


AORMAL 


C)N ann SPECIAL 
Conoin on 


Bitters OD PRT! Seatcen 


The Eninent Barometer during the Festive Season—and a very good one, too, as our readers 
will reudily admit, A. SLOPER'S nore is always a good criterion to go by. 


GOOD OLD CHRISTMAS IS ONCE MORE HERE, 
AND NOVEL GAMES HE BRINGS. WOT CHER! 


A SLIPPERY CUSTOMER (Dedicated to ye festive ones.) 


“Come, Frank, do make haste and commence.” 
“ But, my dear cousin, it’s so dreadfully slippy.” 


According to common report, th re las alwavs been a 
skeleton in the cupboard at the Mildeweries, ‘The above 
depicts the manner in which Ale xamiry discovered it 
while searching for mince pics on Christmas Eve, 


1g at 


WAITS AND MEAGURES. 
A qiistle-tve sad cel game for Christinas time—the tng of war for a hundred kisses, This game is The Waits are below, and ol Fuzzletop is taking measures 
recommended 


to both young aud old. to quict them, 


NOT A GHOST OF A CHANCE. 


SOME DEAR OLD FRIENDS. 


Now the transformation’s gone, 
Vanished has the ballet ; 

Once again we mect our friends, 
Of the Panto Rally, 


e 


oF 
if y Safer Crounes®. 
\ 
yee 


at a 


Rease HW" Chest. 
well you Come ovo 


Crrnthers Choskt was quitt an institution 
aw Wea Wage . Vals gov Quite familar 


Rd Bary Hrouah no more of ve 
onlin, ai haw = * 


w KHAG, - 


: ¥Can you 
BD blige We 
> ow ya light? 


Down War sk coud WEY Way Y OYE “ 


Tg ~ te 
CHEERFUL FOR NUNKEY. 


“Unele Grumpy. By jove! walked all the way in this dregifal 
fuow storm. Oh dear! we had given you up, amd have finished 
dinner; it was such a beautiful turkey you seut us, we have 
enjoyed it so,” 


BN ea yey: pr! otitiit] ccagecana 
ih at 4 Fe i er) aa 
al 1 ni 
"On, ‘ velaengtt We HOD, | ARO Ven Cakes wsouatd gay lo Pronger + 
One evening & SHONRGeT ORCA Hg WALOGE Fee tn Meng SS, : 


Tay Dowk mid wi caw Born’ seer OD Croaeer’s Qoervsv Mareyys And 


* Rows HW NEMAT Hime" Sard “"Crochers Cost ? Weres ONS eh RromMgee Would x eplyZ Woe \Moniy't Ure’ 


Leuk TOR SWORAGS Was NEOW Sst 


A WEIGHTY MATTER. INSULT AND INJURY. AND YET SHE WAS NOT SATISFIED. 


A NOVEL FIGURE. 


Captain Smithers gives the girls a le:son in ornamental 
skating, and cuts one or twu ve ry pretty figures, 


A TIME FOR DISAPPEARING. 


in ne Calbury felt certain that Miss Slaxher was longing for- , Jester, Vfegs. but Dame Margery’ od oo (who has successfully dod rd (wo snvu-bails). You Customer, What are turkeys, to-day, Mr. ‘Tra:sei ? ; 

2 38s her under the mistletoe—and this ig about how smal. + confection is a bit weighty; more fonny dev—., i ne), Same as they was yesterday 
he felt dircetly after he had done go, when she gave him her real snitel to the canuon’s mouth than Youngster, stand still, bound to hit yer this time--luck areas ied aba cae Beat aie . 
Views upon the subject. mine, I wotl du odd numbers, Bud the day before-—birdls, 2 
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Ou Waite. 


It was Poppleton’s doing, every bit of it. Yes, on looking back 
now at the calamitous course of events, it is eminently comfortin 
to retlect that it was al 
Poppleton’s doing. 

obody would have 
thought about it but for 
him, and how we could have 
been foolish enough to be 
rsuaded by his arguments 
I can’t imagine; perha 
it was the novelty of the 
idea that made it attractive. 
The Puddlebury Thespians 
had played pretty nearl 
everything during their 
three yeara of existence— 
trngedy, farce, and comedy, 
but Pantomime never. 

To begin with, there was 
the difficulty about getting 
someone to write it. We 
were all agreed that it ought 
to be quite original, up to 
date, and rich in local satire. 
Poppleton was our literary 
man. He was known to 
be the author of several 
choice little things that had 
appeared inthe poet's corner 
of the Puddlebury Press 
and was also suspected o 
having contributed — the 
letter signed “ Veritas,” which appeared during the heated corres- 

ndence carried on by the same journal on the Great Horse 
Trough Question. 

Poppleton proretee himself deeply flattered by the compliment 
we had paid him. He was quite aware that there were half a dozen 
of us more capable of producing the thing, but as we seemed so set 
on him writing it, to avoid further discussion he'd do his humble 
best, all of which was very nice, and would have doubtless have 
been effective, if we hadn't found out that he'd had the manuscript 
in his desk since Midsummer, 

The company turned up in full force at the first “call,” and 
Poppleton, declaring he'd worked day and night to knock it off in 
time, proceeded to read the script. It was rather a tame pro- 
ceeding, but matters were enlivened by a row between Poppleton 
and Jenkyns, because the latter wanted to know when the key to 
the jokes would be ready. porceece was very painstaking, how- 
ever, and took the greatest trouble to explain four or five of the 
best puns to us. He admitted some of the others weren't quite so 
intelligible as they might be, but he'd written ‘em in a hurry, he 
said, and he'd ish °em up all right before the performance. 

Then came the allotment of parts. Poppleton said he thought 
he'd better play the Widow Bumblebee himeelf, as he was well u 
in the part, and could thus give more attention to rehearsals. Th 
was very nice and thoughtful of him, as the Widow Bumblebee 
had all the best lines, songs, and business, and it would have taken 
ay of us so long to learn it. 

here was quite a tussle among the ladies as to who should play 
principal boy. We really thought there would be some hair- 
pulling or face-scratching before they settled it, but they drew 
lots in the end, and the part falling to Miss 8 nker all the other 
youns ladies said after all it was just as well, because it required a 
razen-faced thing to wear the Prince's dresa, and they were quite 
eure they would never have had the to—etc., etc., etc. We 
gave the part of the Princess to Miss Twinkleton because she had 
once thought of taking lessons in skirt dancing, and the Fairy 
Spirit was allotted to Miss Frumington use she would only 
come on in the dark scenes, and she didn't look so terrible in the 
shade. . The other parts were happily disposed of, but the Grand 
Ballet and Procession presented a bit of a difficulty, We found we 
could only spare five members of the company to take part in it, 
but it was finally decided to requisition the aid of one or two 
lady non-members to swell the numbers, as Poppleton said he'd 
manage it so that the Processions could march round, off at the 
wings, nip across the stage behind the scenery, and on again in 
one unbroken line. 

But our real ditticulties began with the rehearsals. Poppleton’s 
hair began to show signs of whitening before the end of the first 
fortnight, The company would not attend all together. When 
the First Ruftian should have been ready to sing his duet with 
the Baron Boozenken he would send a note to say that he—the 
First Ruttian—had been compelled to stay late at the oftice on 
account of stock-taking or something. Then the Princess would 
rush up in a hurry and insist upon practising her dances at the 
very time the Prince could only spare a moment or two to sing 
her songs. Again, the fellows were Phe al intruducing gags into 
their parts, and when oh vs objected, one or two of them told 
him he couldn't expect all the fat, and this led to disturbances ; 
and threats to “chuck the bally thing up altogether” were freely 
bandied about every night. 

Then the man from whom we hired the hall—a pork butcher in 
a decent way of business—said he hoped we could see our way to 
introducing a few allusions to him with a verse or two in the 
songs in praise of his sausages and dairy-fed pork, otherwise he'd 
be compelled to object to our cutting the stage about in order to 
construct the trap through which our Fairy Spirit and the Demon 
King came up. One night too the Clown had a terrific fight 
with the Harlequin because the Jatter had accidentally rehearsed 
witha pees of packing cuse fora wand, and forgotten to remove 
all the French nails, It was an awful time altogether, and I think 


we were all devoutly thankful when nt the termination of the final 
rehearsal Poppleton eaid that although we weren't as well up in 
the thing as we might be, he thought it would go off all right 
before the audience. 

The night of the performance arrived, so did the invited audi- 


(S a 


ence. We had sent tickets 
to the Era, the Stage, 
and most of the daily 
and evening papers, but 
the reporter from the 
Puddlebury Presse was 
the only representative 
of the fourth estate 
present. Probably the 
others didn't get their 
tickets in time or eome- 


aN 


nee 

With the exception of 
Johnson forgetting his 
share in the political 
duet, and ordering the 
prompter to “Speak up, 
can’t you,” in a very 


audible voice, all went 
well until the appearance 
of Miss Spanker as the 
Prince. She got on 
= splendidly; but five 
minutes after she came 
off she ran into the green 
room in tears, Her rich 


to be worn, and if Millie—Misa Spanker—appevred again, it would 
be ker painful duty to cut her uame out of her will for ever. 


Entreaties were useless. Miss Spanker dared not risk her relation’s 
wrath, and there was nothing for it but to announce that she 
been attacked with alarming and sudden indisposition, and 
entreat the indulg-nce of the audience for one of the ballet, who 
had kindly consented to read the part. There wax a long delay 
while the costume was being altered to fit the new Prince, and 
the audience had thinned considerably when the curtain went u 
again; and when the smoke had cleared away a little after Smith's 
stupid accident with the red fire, it had melted still more. Even 
the carefully organised Dance de Ballet failed to arouse it to 
enthusiasm, and the local allusions to the dairy-fed pork fell flat 
as ditchwater. Miss Twinkleton’s skirt dance would have been 
all right, only Jiffers, who was working the limelight, kept shooting 
it about like a Will o' the Wisp, anywhere but on the performer, 
She came off in tears, and the stage waited while Poppleton per- 
suaded her not to throw up the part. ? 

But the climax was at hand. Poppleton was superintending the 
appearance of the Demon King up the trap he had taken so much 
trouble to construct, when turning to give an order he loosed his 
hold of something or other, and—whiz! up shot the wretched 
monarch with alarining suddenness, clean over the footlights, and 
crash on to Miss Smithers, who was officiating at the piano. 

The audience yelled, so did Miss Smithers; and when the 
injured were extricated from the débria, it was found that the 
Demon had broken an arm, and the pianist sprained a wrist. The 
last was the more unfortunate—for us. Only Miss Smithers was 
familiar with the musical score, and knew where the rongs and 
dances and things came in, There was nothing for it. The panto 
must be abandoned, and Poppleton accordingly went before the 
curtain and said that, in consequence of the distressing accident, 
he thought it would be more delicate and proper that the enter. 
tainment be postponed, 

There were about a dozen people left and they cheered mightily 
at the intelligence, all but the pork usiber and he came round at 
once to estimate the amount o' compensation he ought to claim, 
and his bill nearly broke the Puddlebury Thespiags altogether. 

We still exist, however, and haven't quite decided whether to 
give The Mikado or The Second Mrs. Tanqueray this year. But 
please don't ask us why we don't try another pantomime. You 


might get burt. 
EB ough- ANZ ov! 


THOUGH starboard and port 
Are the bows used afloat, 
Yet another strange sort 
You at Christmas may note; 
For even aboard, 
With these bows, you'll allow 
They contrive to atlord 
A wee Mistletoe Bough. 


——_+1o———_ 


Fey ote the Weocbil Heyelped Aim Tey ooligan. 


It was Christmas Eve, and I was weather-bound at the Parnell 
Arms. The snow was coming down as though there was not 
a couple of feet of it on the ground already. 

The accommodation at the inn was good enough, but [ wanted 
tospendChrist- 
mas at_ ho 
and as I st 
at the window 
- d wach 
the great big 
flakes falling as 
though they 
were never go- 
ing to stop, I 
could not help 
exclaiming : 

“The Devil 
take the 
weather !" 

“Whist, sir! 
whist!" cried 
the landlord, 
who was stand- 
ing close be- 
hind me, “ But 
begging yer 
honour’s _par- 
don, it’sneither 
safe nor dacent 
to be after 
taking his 
name in vain 
that fashion.” 

“Hullo, Mr. Maguire!” I inquired. “ Are you turning preacher?” 

“Sorrow a bit, hed honour,” answered Pat; “only | chance to 
know of a case where he was called upon after that fashion, and 
bedad! he did what he was wanted to, and by the same token Tim 
Hooligan was my own wife's second cousin.” 

“ Mix some hot grog, Patsy,” I said, * and spin me the yarn.” 

© Sure and it isn’t a yarn, yer honour,” said Pat, as he brewed the 
toddy, “for by the praste I'd be afraid to joke about sich a howly thing. 

“Tim Hooligan went out to Cannda and bought himeelf a bit of 
land on the banks of the Saint Anne river, close by a place called 
—arrah ! where's my mimory? more by token that it’s the name 
of a howly saint, too !—Saint Albin's was the place ; and by working 
and saving Tim managed to put by a bit of money in the bank. 

“ Then like the rest of us when we've got something, Tim wanted 
more, and what he wanted was two or three acres of trees which 
belonged to Peter O'Connor, who had the next farm above him u 
the river. But Peter wouldn't cell. Tim tried to blarney him, an 
then he tried to 'timidate him, but Peter wouldn't part. 

“ One evening Tim had been trying all he knew to persuade him 
to sell, and at last he flew in a temper and Puan ping his fist on the 
table, he onts wid, ‘ Peter O'Connor, by hook or crook I'll have those 
trees, whether you will or no! 1f you won't consint to let me have 
‘em by fair means, then, with the Divil’s help I'll have ‘em by foul!’ 

“But sure, yer honour, neither of ‘em thought how soon the 
ould black man would give his assistance. y 

“It had been raining off an’ on for a month or two, and the river 
had swollen up in the mountains, and that night, one side of the 
mountain pllpped its the truth I'm telling yer honour—and the 
land slided along the banks of the river for miles. 

“It swept away houses, trees, barns and everything else, and 
changed the look of the whole counthry side,and inthe marning,when 
folks came to look about ‘em, if that there patch of trees hadn't 
been slided off Pete O'Connor's farm on to Tim Hooligan’s! It's 
true, yer honour, ivery word, and thin whin O'Connor says ‘I want 
my trees,’ Tim says, ‘I don't advise ye to come trespassing on my 
land in search of ‘em, Mr. O'Connor’; an:t that’s as fur as the 
matter’s gone at prisint, but we're expecting to hear ivery day that 
the Divil has foreclosed his mortgave for *sarvices rendered,” 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


The Best of all the Halfpenny Comics. 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
Eight Large Pages of Screamingly Funny Pictures and Reading, 
Sensational Stories by the Beet Writers, ¥llustrated. 


Your Life Insured for -€°55O against Railway Accidents 
¥9 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.0, 


(Christmas, 1894. 
Ebe Géybristmas APloast. 


THE guests are met in brilliant bower 
For Christmis-tide delightmnent, 
And hour has followed festive 
hour 
In gay and glad excitement. 
The Brinsmead’s notes have 
floated wide, 
By fairy hands led lightly, 
And fairy feet from side to side 2 
Been spinning, soft and G1 ’ 
sprightly vs 
And now our genial, jovial host 
Has mixed the steaming toddy, 
And the task is mine to give a 


toast— 
But to what particular body 2? 


So let my rambling thoughts con- 
vene, 
And gay what toast to render. 
Shall propose our gracious 


Queen, 
Whose heart is kind and tender ? 
Or shall 1 eulogize the worth 
Of patriot politicians ? 
Or toast our clergy, who on earth 
Fulfil celestial missions? 
Loud cracks the Yule-!og in the 


grate, 
And ekyward steams the 
toddy : 
A fitting toast my friends await— 

But to what eapecial body ? 


Say, shall I ask for three long cheers 
And one loud cheer thereafter, 

To actors who can now our tears 
Constrain, and now our laughter? 

Say, shall I fill the echoing room 
With shouts for England's warriors? 

Or toast the bold, bluff tars, of whoin 
The deep-sea ships are carriers? 

Our host has stirred the gurgling spoon, 
And now he ro the toddy ; 

1 needs must give my tonst full soon— 
But to what particular body? 


I've thrown my thinking-cap away— 
(I felt at sea while in it)— 

And allowed my tongue to say its say 
On the impulse of the minute. 

And well my tongue has wagged for ime : 
Since, to their feet up-bounding, 

My friends received my toast with glce ; 
And the room is now resounding 

With ag coop, ea from “ girls” and “ boys,” 
While deep they drain their toddy :— 

1 proposed, “A MILLION CHRISTMAS JOYS 

‘0 ALL AND EVERYBODY!” 


FA. Bisappointment. 


BOooDLEs was naturally a cheerful man, and as he ambled down 
the street on his way to make the usual purchases for Christma:. 
he was drop ing smiles, grins, and chuckles as he went, as th: 
princess in the fairy tale was in the habit of dropping preciou- 
stones when she spoke, 

Suddenly Boodles felt a heavy hand on his shoulder, and an 
equally ponderous voice exclaimed : 

“ Brother Boodles, I wish to have a word with vou.” 

It was the Rev. Mr. Cantor, the minister who officiated over t!« 
chapel of Mrs. Boo:les’s choice. : 

“Jt has struck me very forcibly, Brother Boodles,” continued 
the reverend gentleman, “that at this so-called festive season 
there is a great deal too much eating and drinking, expecially the 
latter, and that it would be extremely beneticial if in some im- 
pressive manner this fact could be brought—er—er—home to the 
members of our flock.” ; 

“ Yer, I dessay,” replied Boodles. “But I don’t quite «ee what 
I've got to do with the fakement in question.” 

“Well, Brother Boodles, I will speak plainly with you,” anawered 
the Rev. Mr. Cantor. “At present you personally are not 1 member 
of our flock—though I hope I shall be able some day to press the 
kiss of eae upon your cheek——” 

Boodles shivered. , 

“Nevertheless, your dear wife and your two charming sons du 
belong to the elect, and I was thinking what a lovely act of ¢el!- 
sacrifice it would be on your part, if you would consent to imbibe 
a little too freely to-night, which would so disgust them that ne 
doubt they would refuse to touch intoxicativg liquors during the 
remainder of the—er—er—so-called festive sea<on.” . 

“Oh, J see,” snid Boodles, “you want me to make an awf{ul 
example of myself?” oe 

* My dear lost brother,” cried Cantor, “that is exactly it. 

“Oh, well, then, I don’t mind sacrificing myself once for t!« 
benefit of my family. Good night.” ; f i 

The Rev. Mr. Cantor looked a trifle disappointed as Boodle: 
steered across the road to the King’s Arms; possibly he bad 
expected to be invited to join, anyhow, he was not ; and by the 
time our jovial 
hero reached 
home he had 
succeeded in 
making the de- 
sired sacrifice. 


« ° 

It was Boxing 
Day when 
Boodles met the 
Rev. Mr. Cantor 

in, justabout 
the same place 
as when they 
had_ spoken on 
Christmas Eve. 

“ Tell me, m 
dear brother,” 
exclaimed the 
minister eager- 
ly, “did you 
carry out my— 
er — er — little 
suggestion?” 

“1 did, in- 
deed,” answered 
Boodles; “in 
fact, I carried it 
so far that I'm 
as dry asa lime- nin hell: 
kiln now, so pray don't detain me longer than you ay ‘id 

“That is excellent,” said the rev. gentleman, rubbing creer 
“Then no doubt your family abstained entirely, and our collec 
on Sunday will be proportionately larger,’ Noes “Yon 

“Well, no, that wasn't quite the case,” replied Poodles. ee 
see, when I got home I was so jolly and happy that the aa 
wanted to be jolly too, and the consequences were Ba mane 
became blind paralytic, and we kept it up agiin last ms. bee 
never had such a time in mv life before, but 1 must say ge0C- 

1 want to get a quencher, Ta, ia.” 


Christmas, 1894.) 
Sloper’s Sf hristmas Wzibing Pictures. 


SHOWING HOW THE Macic WAND CAN BE USEFUL OFF TIE 
STAGE AS WELL As ON, 


1 


Tne Scene is a cloud of thunder 
All bathed in a crimson light, 
§ ting a place that’s under 

e earth—(if report is right). 
A pantomime prince lies sleeping, 
Wrapt only in peaceful dreama— 

Who finds it quite = keeping 
The proper side up, it seems. 
(A remarkable balancing feat, 1 
declare— 


ec! 
For it's not always easy to sleep 
in the air.) 


A wail from the fitful fiddles, 
\ And, lo! the red light is green. 
Y__/ The harps have a fit of twiddles 
Directly the change is seen, 
The cornet is quite astounded, 
And ends in a shocking blast ; 
The trombones are all dumb- 
found 
And only look on aghast. 
(It’s a wonderful thiug what a 
wonderful lot 
Can be plainly expressed by a 
band, is it not?) 


Now, enter a smiling fairy 
With quite the accustomed 
bounce. 
In spite of her costume airy 
(‘Tia only a muslin tlounce), 
She seems not tomind the weather, 
But rather enjoys the storm. 
The footlights and “lime” 
together, 
Maybe, keep the fairy warm. ; 
(Pecrle need something warm—if it’s only a light— 
hen they're hanging abovt, partly dressed, in the night.) 
The Prince is the Demon's victim— 
The Demon, the beastly end, 
Has just been along and kicked him ; 
The Fairy at this is mad :— 
She stands in the stage’s centre, 
She waves with her tinsel wand, 
When, exit the cloud, and enter 
A scene with a deep beyond— 
Quite a marvellous place for the eye to behold : 
An arrangement in fanterns, and silver and gold. 


We see (critics say “ discover”) 
The beautiful Prince »gain. 
He's Queen of Perfection’s lover, 
And runs an expensive train. 
The Fairy has worked the wonder— 
The Demon, through her, has fled, 
And so has the cloud of thunder, 
And so has the light of red. 
It's a wonderful thing what a fairy can do 
1 the limited epace of a second or two!) 


The Queen of Perfection marries 
The Prince of the Land of Love, 
j Who struts as a man who carries 
{ The wealth of the world above 
| In jonels, which flash and glitter 
nd blaze in the light of lime— 
For glass is a good emitter 
Of brilliance in pantomime! 
(It is often a ditticult matter to spot 
Whether jewels are genuine jewels or not.) 


The Queen and the Prince now mingle 
With “guests” and “attendants” vroud, 
The Fairv alone is single 
In all that enormous crowa, 
For Jo! at the Prince's wedding 
The Ballet of Blushing Bridea! 
A marriage is always spreading 
Where pantomime life abides ; 
But L never yet knew in the course of my life 
Any man take the Fairy and make her his wife 


Il, 
ta The Scene isa creaghty attic, 
Of furniture well-nigh bare ; 
A woman, with bones rheumatic, 
Lies back in a crazy chair. 
Tler living is earned at sewing, 
i But now she can work no more, 
; And soon, for the rent that's owing 
! They'll turn her-from that poor door, 
(By the way, there are thousands on thousands of such, 
Aud a number of thousands with thous:nds too much !) 


i A knock at the door! Another! 
“Come in,” is the faint reply. 
A Krone acry of * Mother! 

‘ve found you at last! Oh, try, 
Do try tojforgive your Dolly. 
1 She left you alone, ‘tis true ; 
But not, as you thought, in folly— 
For see what she’s brought for you! ” 
And she shows her first salary, earned as the Queen 
Of the Fairies, employed inthe pantomime scene. 


mm ‘Tis Christmas: the bells 
—| are ringing, 
| | The Scene is the attic 
: still— 
he But poverty, cold and 
H clinging, 

Has gone, with his 
deathly chill. 


The walls are aglow with 
holly, 
The a with a blazing 
re: 
And Mother and Fairy 
Do! 


v 

Have all that their 
hearts desire. 

And if they do not merit 

their happinesstrue, 

I'l! be hanged if I know 

any people who do! 


Here's luck to the Fairy, 
bless her! 
ilere’s luck to her magic 
' 


wand ! 
Ilow few in the theatre 
guess her 
Sweet intluence goes 
beyond! 
How few ever think her power 
Extends to her private life, 
Or dream that she works to shower 
Good things on a widowed wife! 
There are Faries in plenty, if folks only knew, 
Who can wrestle with clouds out of wintomime too! 


ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS 


Faporner-soit, Fete. 


Tue modern Jack Horner 
Sits in a corner 

Faking up Company pie ; 

He puts in his thumbs, 

He pulls out large sums, 

Saying “ What a good sharp am I!” 
And then this Jack Horner 
Steps from his corner, 

And with much “swag'” gets away ; 
Says he, “ Here I've come 
Witha ripping round sum, 

And, oh, what good J’s were they 1 


—_—_——— 


Fhe Teapalf-G2fromn Spirit. 


“You may think by this title,” said Mr. Sloper, “that ]am about 
to advertise some & ay cheap brand of Scotch, Irixh or 
‘Unaweetened.’ Nothing of the kind. 

“It was ona sad and solemn winter's wreeing ses 1 was sented 
musing o'er the = of human affairs. My heart was low— 
my head was aching. The pensive cockroach slowly wandered 
over the hearthstone seeking its helpmate in the hole beneath the 
pre botler side. If the earwig’s footstep could have been heard, 
t would have been the only sound to break the still, solemn silence. 

“I may as well say that I was suffering from that impecuniosity 
which has ever been the chronic ill of the literary aspirant. 

“*What,’ I exclaimed aloud, ‘would I not give for any silver coin 
bearing the image of Her Most Gracious Majesty—or of any of her 

yal predecessors which would not be too worn to pass muster. 
The most intolerable thirst is u me. What would I not give— 
almost my soul,’ 1 cried aloud in my agony, and the long church- 
warden fell from my hand and was 8 attered on the hearthetone. 

* Was it the cockroach that had started at the sound! Was it 
the tlight of the earwig rushing wildly to the chill seclusion of the 
sink-trap?) No, 

“Glancing downwards, I saw resting on the fender a half-dollar 
of abuormal dimensions, gleaming with a bright phosphorescent- 
demoniac-lurid light strange to behold. 

“The mild sweetness of the image of our Sovereign Lady had 
become changed to a cynic grin, and there faced me one of the 
most awful countenances I have ever beheld. Picture to yourself 
McGooseley after a warm fortnight, and his face rubbed with 
match ends, thrusting his through the scullery window ; 
imagine the newly- of the Fleet Street journalist 
awakening to a world entirely composed of temperance cofice 
taverns, 

“Spirit of the quarter of the needful half-James,' 1 ejaculated, 
‘what would you with me? Thou art not of this world, 1 cannot 
spend thee—I dread thee. Wh§ haunt me thus?" 

“*'Thou hast borrowed my brethren upon earth before now, Alaric 
of Shoe Lane,’ said the spectre, 

“*How many a time and oft,’ 1 answered, sadly, ‘in the good old 

days, when 


name.’ 

“The Spirit 
was commu. 
nicative. 
*Yes; and I'll 
tell you of a 
few others, 
wn, antique 
cocky wax of 
the sawdust- 
= strewn bar.’ 
saoking con- 

fidentially 
into my eyes, 
he thus be- 
gin: ‘I first 
cime_ from 
the Mint in 
the year of 
the close of 
the Indian 
Mutiny. l 
had been 
taken from 1 pocket, and found myself in the hand ofa smart 
young clerk who was standing drinks toa military hero, “ Yes, 
xir,” said the honest creature, “it was at the relief of Lucknow as 
I knocked down them two Seposs,a-breaking my musket over one 
o' their chumps, so if it hadn't been for the ramrod, as I picked up 
and jabbed in the other one’s heye, the colonel would have been 
killed on the spot, and p’r'aps the battle lost, tho’ it don't become 
me tosay 80. By-the-way, sir, could you oblige a old soldier by 
lending him half a crown till he draws his pay to-morrow?” 

“"One of the best bits, though, about my being borrowed was 
when old Spongey stopp Charley Jones, of the Morning Bustup, 
in Fleet Street, saying, “I say, Jones, just lend me half a crown— 
it won't take a minute.” There was a smartness about this that 
would have made a razor edge look like a squashed baked patato. 

“<The most usual way of lifting me is, though, I think, “Can you 
give mencab fare? [hate going home by that cursed "bus, and | 
haven't any change.” There is a luxuriousness about this that 
zives a hint of capital behind. There is a richness about it that in 
comparison with roast pork and treacle the latter would be as sour 
asa prowling prude who had got boozed on vinegar. 

us Agia, when the borrower is standing at the bar of a hostelry 
where he can always intros a moderate amount of tick, the formula 
here is, “ Lend me half a dollar, old man, 1 want to stand a few 
more drinks.” By this means the half a dollar is a3 good as all 
there, for the borrower has not the slightest idea of squaring up 
for the round at the time being. There is a boldness about this 
which would make a.chimney-sweep, offering to hug a bridesmaid 
in a white frock, look almost like Salvation Army modesty. 

“+ Another highly diplomatic method is to whisper, * Lend me 
half a crown, old chippy-chappy ; I don't want to change et 
before them other beige because they'd want to borrow a bit. 
There is a slithery artfulness about this that would, in comparison, 
make a Hebrew bill-discounter at Kempton Park look as shy as a 
Board School teacher who had been tickled by a pew-opener. 

“Yes, ALLY,’ said the Spirit of the Half-Crown ; ‘but do you 
know the very worst excuse of all to land the needful half- 
dollar ?—to borrow it because you want it!’ 

“The Spirit vanished.” 

It was only P hes in time, or the Eminent would have ripped 


him off to the Blue Pig, you bet! 


Bvery Wednesday. Twopence. 


SUDY. 


BEST ARTISTS.—BEST AUTHORS. 
EDITED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 


A Political Cartoon, Numerous Pictures, Short Stories in Prose 
and Verse, the Theatres Iilustrated., etc., etc. 
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FR be (FReason V7 ba. 


It was Christmas Eve in the New Cut. | 


Of course, it was also Christriis Eve in the Strind, and Purk 
Lane, and Clipham Junction, and everywhere else for the isiter 
of that. But let that pass, : 

he doors of the brilliautly-lit vin-palace swung coustantly to 
and fro, and a ceaseless 
stream of in-going and 
out - coming  “orny- 
‘anded " ones and their 
“ old dutches " kept the 
Bacchanalian all 
rolling right merrily. 

Ontheopposite pave- 
ment a gaunt, angular 
Temperance Tract dis- 
tributor, draped in 
reedy black, turned 
the whites of his eyes 
skyward at this un- 
righteous crowding to 
ec ' post _— Fs 
verdition, and ea 
aelivered wares 
to the heedless crowd. 
Suddenly his glance - 
fellona grimy, brawny 
eon of toil, who stood 
close at hand, and 
who, as he gazed fix- 
edly at the luminous 
peb., made a motion 
as te to cross, then 
paused, shook his head 
eadly, and half-turned as though to hide from his vision the 
seductive aspect of the whited sepulchre. 

“You, at least, rts friend, bravely resist temptation,” said the 
Lawsonite, approaching and touching him on the shoulder, * Pray 
accept this little tract, ‘To Blazes in a Quart Pot,’ it will soothe aud 
strengthen you in whe hour of trial. But it gladdens my heart to 
see you thus shun the gilded snare. Perchance you have already 
learned to dread its fatal enticement—to loathe its abhorred 
intluence?" 

A tear stond in the burly one's eye as he murmured, huskily : 

“No, guv'nor, it ain't that.” 

“ Perchance,” continued the teapot-punisher, waxing eloquent 
with the majesty of his theme, “you may have some dreadful 
example in your mind's eye—some well-loved relative, or some 
val friend hopelessly wallowing in the cesspool of strong drink ? 
If eo, my friend—oh ! warned in time! Let the example—-” 

“No, guv'nor,” interrupted the son of toil, his strong hairy 
throat working with emotion; “it ain't that neither. The fact is” 
—dropping his voice confidentially—* I'd bunged ‘arf a quid away 
in the lining of my weskit pocket, intendin’ to ‘ave a good old 
buster to-night, but my old gal went over my togs this a’ternoon 
while I wos ‘avin’ a snooze, an’ as gone out to do it in on ‘er own— 
an’ I ain't got another blessed ‘a penny in the wide, wide world, 
P’r'aps, now, vod Crismass Eve, you might feel like springin’ the 
price of a pin 

But the justly-outraged T. T. 1. had faded away amid the 
solitude of the howliag crowd. 


-———+ 


Abe Straight Aeip. 


THEY were two inoftensive young clerks, who regularly walked 
down to the City from Islington together in the early morning, 
And the milder of the twain remarked ; 

“Billie, old chap, I want to ask your advice upon a little matter, 
You're more of the man-about-town than Iam.’ 

* Pro-ceed,” assented William, with a b/aseé air. 

“Well, I'm going down to join a country -house party this 
Christmas, and we're to play an amateur pantomime. Vin to be 
the Baron Beesham de Rumbelo, or something, but Fdowt know 
anything about make-up. Now, [ know gow understand all this 
kind of dixsipation, how would you make-up?” 

“Sam,” replied the gay dog, lowering his dexter eylid, “if you 
take my tip you'll be the most popular bounder in the bloomin’ 
show: make-up to the girls, old chappie, make-up to the gérls!” 

“ Bill, you're a genius—here, come in here and ‘ave we bitter 1” 


—_er — 


Zz 6, =<——* 
FA @ haracter Stud. 
THE snow was ener | thick and fast 
As through the night | swiftly passed. 
On every side it covered all 
As with a downy milk-white pall. 
Silence had fallen on the night, 
No human being was in sight. 
From windows flowed a cheery glow 
That made me envious in the snow ; 
But on I went: I knew right well 
That soon my hand would clasp the bell 
Of that warin house, which was my goal— 
A thought that cheered my inmost soul. 
But stay! Across my path I spy 
A prostrate tigure helpless lie 
Sleeping, half-covered by 
the snow— 
He must have fallen hours 


ago! 

“Thou poor old man with 
haggard cheek, 

Art thou too cold to even 


speak ? 
I prithee quickly answer 
m 


e, 
Lives there no one to care 
for thee: at 
Hast thou, poor soul, no |: 
wife or child, 
To point thy way onnights 
so wild? 
Hast thou not even one 
old friend 
Who could his kindly 
guidance lend? R 
Tell me the place where .7 
thou dost live, a 
And 1 ahelping hand will 
ive. 


But no, he answers not a 
word ; 
Perchance my voice he 
has not heard. 
What shall Ldo? I cannot go 
And let him perish in the snow, 
“Help! Help!” [ eried, and then again, 
And louder still, with might and main ; 
And soon there comes upon my sight 
A constable with lantern bright. 
“Come! Come!” I cried, with panting breath, 
“ Help me to save this mat from death.” 
He turned his light upon the form 
That lay exposed to all the storm, 
Then Inughed a langh that seemed to me 
The height of human cruelty, 
And chuckled, as he turned away : . 
“That's SLOPER keeping Boxing Day!” 
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MODERN CLOWNING. 


Clown, Where did I get ‘em from? Why, I'll tell yer where 
T got ‘em from. I got ‘em from Alf. Bugyins, the best sausage 
maker in the town. 
(ifr. A. Buggins pays ten shillings a wek for this 
advertisement, and thinks it jolly cheap at the 
price, 


A a2270 CDOTOD 


bugged Phantom. Low oli Builler got rid of the ghost, 


ulumnel KOE , 
tints a ZS A\Sloper ano ; = : 
: wa ‘ Somebody else Y : a 
Attys ( Spney making A MEAN ADVANTAGE. 
SS fy a Winler paty Applied Science, or the Hidden Phonograph and the Hum- 


- Cite 
7 eu 
FIRST IMPRESSIONS ARE EVERYTHING. 


The Meier wishes to make an impression upon the lovely 
heiress, which is frustrated by Master Tommy making an 
unlooked-for impression upon the Major's tummy. 


The Jury brought iu a verdict of Justifiavle Homicide, nnder circumstances of 
extreme provocation, and, while congratulating the other two on their escape, 
cautioned them against a repetition of their offence. 

“Oh, Sasan ! I have just received a lettwr trom a County Councillor, threatening 

that if I don't marry him he will vote against the renowal of our licence next 

year, Whatevershall J do?” 

WHAT WILL HE LOSE NEXT P 


METEOROLOGICAL, 
(AND SEASONABLE.) 


“It's a sad heart that never rejoices—even at a Temperauce 
Hotel.” 


Boots, Hum—No. 6 enjoyed hisself agnin last aight, eed 


Host (weatherwise). 1 think we sball have more .1:ow Lefore the diy's out. ' ] . 
Edie (on bank, after third fall). Captain Lover secms to lose his feet, doesn't be ? seems to be havin’ a pretty Merry Christmas 
lecturer, ‘e does, 


By-the-by, how's the glues ? 
Visitor (otherwise). Empty, pass the bottle! Aare, Well, Poa not surprised, he's lost his bead and his heart already, 


Specially composed for ALLY SLOPER, Esq. 
THE CHEVALIER L. DEL BONO, 
MUSICAL DIRECTOR AT THE ROYAL AQUARIUM, LONDON. 


THE “TOTTIELARDI” VALSE. 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


BOXING NIGHT AT TH “FRIV." 
Althouch Bob's Pantomime, Little Prince Jubez and Old Mother Prudery. at the “Friv.” is constructed of very indifferent material, there can be no doubt of its success, This is due, though 
ie, Tottie and Lardi. whose posing as the “ Three Graces ” in a series of Living Pictures, has quite oiptivated London, The whole of the London County Council were present on Boxing 
upon being introduced to the three girls after the performance. Billy, Bob and the Dook jibbed very considerably, and did not seem to appreciate the L.C.C, patronage at all, 
CIRCUMSTANCES ALTER CASES. YE CHRISTMAS PUDDING —(Continued). 


Ly 


entirely to Toots: 
Night, and insisted 
(SEE OPPOSITE.) 


YE CHRISTMAS PUDDING. 
(SEE OPPOSITE.) 


‘ WY 


INSIDE, 


QQ) Mr, Boldwig (furivusly). You young rascal! You threw that snowball! 
(2) Long Mike (getting up), Yus! Wot.then? Mr. Loddwig. Ch, nothing, nothing You're a capital stot, that’s all 


OutTsivg, 


THE NEW CHRISTMAS GREETING, 


per Box (50 Pills). 


GLOPER’S PILLS ©..2rt:..: 


Complaint, Indigestion, All Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, 


Nervousness, Shortness of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, ASK 
Blotches on the Skin, Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unplea- 


YOUR CHEMIST. sant Dreams, Biliousness, Want of Tone, All Female Complaints, eto. YOUR CHEMIST. 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


TESTIMONIALS. 


20 Oarlisle Mansions, Victoria, 8.W., October 22nd, 1894, 27 Claremont Terrace, Fratton, October 1894, Messra, GURDEN & Oo., 12a Oudworth Street, Bethnal Groen, \ 

GENTLEMEN,—I am much obliged fur the SLOPRK's PILLS, They were DEAR S1R8,—Your SLOPEn's PILLS are really most excellent. I have been 99 Shoe Lane, F.0. London, E., October 26th, 1%" iW i 

strougly recommended oy a friend, and I have much picasure in endorsing his —_ suffering from Sick-Headaches and Loss of Appetite. I found, after taking ove DEAR SIns,—During the unsettled weather my liver got out of onler ra 

topinion, 1 find the:n a mild, effective, useful and most excellent medicine, box, a most wonderful difference. I shall always take them for the future, give | am very to testify that your SLOPER's PILLs have given me imn 

‘aithfully yours, CHARLES COLLETTrE, them to my children, and recommend them to my friends, Paithfully yours, relief. You are at liberty to make use of this as you think fit. I Harn i 

To Messra. GURDEN & 00. 9 —-—— JESSIE SMART. sira, yours faithfully, R. DURLACHE 1 

1 Dawson Terrace, Haverstock Hill, London, N.W. 8 End: Park, N. 10 Salt Lane, Hemme Bay, October 2%tb. 1>'+ P 

October 22nd, 1898 . Mesars. GURDEN & Co. eos ee ais DEAR Stns,— Having been a sufferer ton Biliousnees for years past, I « a t 

GENTLEMEN,—I have tried your SLOPER's PILLS, and have derived great GENTLEMEN,—On the recommendation of a friend, I gave your pilisa fair duced to tryaSLOPER PILL. I am plead to tell you I have derived vt d 


», | tras 
benefit from the use of them. They are very good indeed, and the pleasing part trial, and I found theta all that can be desired. I suffer very much from an In- _ benefit from them, and, as the well-known Sloper is a universal favourite. | tr 
about them is, that,thcy flo not purge one, like other pills I have taken. I mlgut active Liver, and the many and one troubles that arise on that account. Since everyone will give them a fairtrial. You are at liberty to publish thi: <3 
also mention that wy wife and two laly friends have also tried them for Sick- taking the pills as directed, I have not only been much relieved from the depres- ment, should you feel disposed to. Believe me, yours respectfully 


%, 7” 
Headache, and they actei splendiily—all trace of headache disappearing the sion I so long suffered from, but I have felt better in every way—happier and Messrs. GURDEN & Co., EMMA KNIG!!7 It 
next day. Wishing you every success, which you certainly deserve for so good a _— brighter, and hope, with a little more rest—as I bave been woniag at great = 99 Shoe Lane, London. ’ 
medicine, Believe me, yours faithfully, JOHN R. BEESON, sure for some months, to be able to regain something of my old form. The liver goth, <4 
To Messrs, GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane. is to me the root of all evil, or, should I say, the seat, and your pills had a mar- West Pier, Brighton, October 29th, '*" | 
vellously beneficial effect upon this mysterious and un organ. They S1ns,—Kindly send me two boxes of = SLOPER's PIL!S as my wi : 
14 Furnival's Inn, F.C., October 24th, 1894, are really @ blessing to mankind at large. 1 never mean to be without aboxof children have found great benefit from and says sbe would not lit: a 


Messra. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, E.0. them in the house. I am, gentlemen, yours most faithfully, without them. They have saved my son a serious illness, Yours eo : 
DEAR 81h8,—In asking you to send me another box of the SLOPER’s PILLS, A ED BRYAN. RE ie 
I desire to state that I got the first box as an experiment, and although I am not P.S.—I enclose stampe for two more boxes, which please send to the above address, 


1a 
able to say of my own knowledge that they will effect all that is claimed for Boundstone, Farnham, Su 5 October) 3988 Bs 
them, I am to confess that when I feel seedy and off colour, that one of the The Hollies, Pembroke Square, Kensington, W., DEAR SIRS,—I have been suffering from Sick Headac! AO evil net 
la, taken at night, invariably restores me to my normal condition by the morn- Messrs. GURDEX & Co. October 1894, and tried numerous medicines with no beneficial result, A fri P corainal ca 
, without any of that pain and discomfort incidental to the majority of GENTLEMEN.—I think it is only an act of common fairness to you to write oy hes of your invaluable pills, and, after a very few duses, shied 
medicines, I feel confident that the pills contain very valuable curative qualities, and tell you how much I have benefited SLOPER's PILLS. e many an- relief, and shall most certainly continue to take them. Youre orerhoP EN. 
T enclose stamps to cover cost, and am, yours faithfully, other good Christian, I am subject to attacks of bile, and during one Messrs. GURDEN & Co., MI ; 
L. M. MIDDLETON. of — a Siena xeomamentee me pie ioe Lippy! I Ss with most 99 Sboe Lane, Loudon. 
satisfactory results, then, at tl test to Sloper’s Ggrnt 
4 Brooker Street, West Brighton, October 24th, 1894. pill-box, and the encmy vanishes rapidly. stones ‘00, is ridiculously low, and Argood, 6 Castlenau Villas, Barnes, ©: 
DEAR Strs,—T feel it a duty to let you know that I will and have taken the places them within the reach of the humblest. Faithfully ra, Messrs. GURDEN & Co, 2 November 4th, 1 pe onciine 
SLOPER'S PILLS, and have been quite free from the distressing headaches I suf- PAUL MERITT. DEAR 81k8,—Many thanks.for SLOPER'S PILLS, I take them 


fered from so much for many years, I shall recommend them to all my friend? or anything else that troubles me; they also enable me to go through m | 


wis 


Yours faithfully, SUSAN NORTON, 4 and 6 Cannon Street, London, E.O. at the Halla with perfect ease and a feeling of perpetual youth about me. * 
Jb Messr:, GURDEN & Co. November Ist, 1894, ee certainly recommend them to my brother and sister artista, Ps igcengy- heen a 
70 Fordwych Road, West Hampstead, N.W., October 25th, 1894. GENTLEMEN,—It gives me very great pleasure in being able to write and _as favourable to the world in general as they are to me, bel a OH} GWI> 
DEAR S1RS,—I have lately been taking SLOPER's PILLS for Indigestion and — ray I_ have derived great benefit from your SLOPER'S PILLS; in fact, I might P.S.—I had some in Berlin. ees G, H. 


Liver Disturbance, and consider them a most excellent remedy, and shall strongly say, the cure has been almost a miracle, having been such a sufferer with my 


\s4 
recommend them to my friends, I shall be glad to know whether I can obtain __ liver, which is of a sluggish nature, Since I have commenced taking the pills, Messrs, GURDEN & Qo. . ‘ieee Square, Dist erae Ell 7" 
naVe muc! recomme! & 


the pills at Whiteley’s in future, or whether I should order them from you. I am. I feel quite a different man, and shall not hesitate in recommend: our pills DEaR SIRs,—I c 
dear sirs, yours faithfully, WALTER HENDRIKS, '  toall S friends. I may meution you can make what use you iike of ¢ is letter, being the very best liver medicine I have ever trie. Yours falttaly: oi 7 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co, Yours faithfully, A. G@. BATCOCK. ‘i 


SENT TO ANY ADDRESS ON RECEIPT OF 93° IN STAMPS BY THE PROPRIETORS, 
GUoORDEN c&X CO., 


99 SEHOEB LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E-C-; 


a oe 


Christmas, 1894.) 
Elerence Wriscoll’s Goose. 


No matter what goes on elsewhere there is always n blessed calm 
about Christmas in Barrett'« Court, W., and probably from the fact 
that ris mero lore 
generally grimy little 
thoroughfare, which is 
a blot upon the two fair 
streets it connects— 
those of Oxford and 
Wigmore — is tenanted 
entirely by the peaceful 
hilosophers from the 
istressful country 
where the common or 
garden snake has no 
show. Christmas is 
always atime of peace 
in Barrett's Court. The 
old she goat belonging 
to the Hooligana at 
the end house, having 
consumed a few stray 
Star or Westminster 
posters, and put down 
& potted lobster can, or 
a sardine box or two, 
yields to the kindly in- 
tluences of the occasion, 
The mongrel of the 
rout = ee sniated 
ppy hunting -groun 
for countless fleas— 
ceases from troubling, and the sundry odd cata that wage mimic 
war with the mongrel at all hours are at rest. 

Consequently it surprised Constable CR189%5, not a little when, 
on passing through the court late on Christmas night, he saw 
a small man, only half dressed and equally awake, come flying out 
of one of the shanties with 2 rotatory motion and not a little un- 
parliamentary adage A cursory glance, too, showed that it 
was Terence O'Brien MeMurtogh Driscoll,» broth of a bhoy, and 
well known to the p'lice. Terence arose from the flagstones, took 
auangry look at the door from which he had just made such an 
enthusiastic hegira, and, questioned by the constable, told his sad 
—though reasonable—etory. 

An hour before the pubs closed the previous night he took the 
month’s savings out of the little black taypot widout a lid and 
sllied forth to buy a goose. It was not an ordinary whalebone 
ind canvas eort_of bird, but a gander of elegant proportion: 
which Mistress Driscoll had herself viewed with approval an 
“priced” ata poulterer’s in Marylebone High Street hard by, earlier 
in the day. And Terence came—and saw—and bought it. He had 
it neatly packed in a large rush basket, and started out for home. 
Now, buying a goose may seem a very ordinary and matter-of-fact 
business to some of SLOPER's high toned and oofy readers, but to 
‘Yerence O'Brien MeMurtogh Driscoll it was distinctly an “event,” 
ond xs such had to be “wetted.” So he dropped into more than 
one pub on the road home, just to discuss the state of politica with 
r sard to Ireland, with a little bit of s' in it, and, when he did 
arrive home, was not very clear upon the subject. rs. Driscoll 
nad received him some time after midnight with considerable 
warmth and the kitchen poker, and, as he had already been heated 
bv discussion, he did not care about protracting the debate, but 
curled up in a corner and went to sleep, 

It was broad daylight when he awoke—broad enough for him to 
tspy his still wrathful better-half hovering menacingly about the 
trepluce and evidently still unappeased. She was also lookin 
crtically at the slightly bent poker,and Terence O’Brien McM urto; 4 

:tched her through his half closed eyes with some concern. He 

rose, however, and asked casually, how long it would be to dinner- 

ti, Mra, Driscoll only glared at him in a demoniacal way, 
‘ivrefore he proceeded to whistle a merry air and keep a sharp 
ik out for signs of culinary preparation, But none there were. 
Lecoming a tritle anxious, he reconnoitred quietly after the goose 
He could see no signs of it. Perhaps Mra. D. had taken it to 
the poulterer’s to get it “drawn? But—Shades of Parrr-nell !— 
there was no rush-basket about? The heart of Terence O'Brien 
4eMurtogh Driscoll sank down into its owner's brogans. Terence 
rimself was wavering between suicide and drink, when Mra. 
tiscoll descended from her bedroom, dressed up to the niues, and, 
ina cold and chilling voice, bade him dress for the party ! 

“Aw phwhat parrty’s that?” gasped Terence. 

“Tis the Burrkes that are givin’ a dinner parr-ty—an’ good luck 
tw them,” answered Mra, Drixcoll with asperity. “If it wasn’t for 
tuvir mvoite, it’s shtarve we'd have to: you that go out t’ marr-ket 
at’ come home in sich a state!” ; 

A jovous smile came into Terence’s face. He was just beginning 
to teel a doubt about his Christmas dinner, new all doubt was 
t-moved—aye, and he'd escaped an explanation he was ill prepared 
sv civeabout that confounded goose, All was well that ended well, 

Mr. and Mrs. Driscoll dined with the Burkes, What an elegant 
‘inner it was, and such a goose! The ladies of the respective 
‘milies declared that ay had never seen or tasted the like. And 
: ied bought—or had some kind and thoughtful friend sent 


Shemus O'Halloran O'Callaghan Macgillicuddy Burke laughed as 
a iL his mouth upon the corner of the tablecloth and re- 
marked, “ Ye'll hardly belave it, but we don’t know who ‘tis that 
aint it; but jolly g luck to him, whoever he is!” 

a till did the guests stare at him in open-mouthed amazement. 
= or for red details, 

' 1 can tell ye,” said Mr. Burke smilingly, as he set a tavern 
oa, from which he had been imbibing, tack gat the table, “is 
that pnt eve 1 told th’ ould woman to git a boite o’ something 
ue ae an’ shure, as ‘she was littin hersilf in wid th’ latchkey 
3 ‘ut midnoight, what did she one jist forninst the door but the 
“izantistabit of a rush basket, an’ this beautiful birrd in it an’ all! 


! don’t know who th’ gintle: i it'sa gi 

x ms to make a prisin e, - oe Dh as sint it, but it's a gintlemanly 
ciate a ag encMurtogh Driscoll's spirits appeared to takes 
See eye ve a sly glance at the ket he saw tuc 
“wav behind the teacaddy, but he said nothing. 


"Now, ye'll have to be polite an’ ask the Burkes back to dinner,” 


ri UM rs, Driscoll to her sponse when they got home, “Ye kin 


& he oin ene ye called at Iasht noight an‘ fetch the goose ye 
Loind ye, 


Kea, woman !" yelled Driscoll, unable to centain 
T. twas our goose that we ate to-dar—bed cess 
Au the dirink. an’ the whole bilin’ of ye!” 


we FXngghte We ente Sute. 


Ye Krysmasee belles dyd loudlye clang, 
Wsth Kryemasse chere ye welkyn rang, 
And Kryamasse hymmes ye mynstrelles sang 
Wyth lypxe devoute: 
Ye melloe mune caste sylverne lyghte 
Uponne ye snoe-dryftes, wanne and whyte, 
te tyme toe woo hys ladye bryghte 
Ye Knyghte wente oute! 


Wythynne hyr bouere. ye genty] dame 
Sate, mutterynge hyr beloved onne’s name, 
henne toe hyr syde, a supplyante, came 
Hyr waryere stoute. 
Hys helme, hys cloake, eed yowthe dyd doffe ; 
‘Hys smyle, hys kysse, she wolde notte scotfe ; 
And toe ye mayde ye herte-strynges offe 
Ye Knyghte wente oute: 


Ye Krysmasee nyghte sloe slypped awaye, 
Ye Krysmasse mune—hyr Isghte greue graye, 
And onne ye path, ynne frazgementes, laye 
Ye waryere stoute. 
Ye maydene's syre wasse cros<e offe grayne, 
Hys boutes wyr offe ye hobbe-nayled strayne, 
And fromme ye maydene’s wyndoe-payne 
Ye Knyghte wente oute! 


Fosiah Fomkins’s Gybristmas WAale. 


HE was a ape po with long hair, and a countenance in which 
poetry and bile struggled for the mastery. Bile had it. 

For many years he had earned a livelihood behind a ham and 
cheese shop counter, had slung around the meagre quarter pounds 
with success, and had dealt in comparatively wholesale quantities 
hg a halfpenny per pound was saved by the customer taking 

e piece. 

He had succeeded Le ge his wildest hopes, for when his em- 
ployer had given up the ghost and the ham and cheese busi- 
ness it was found he hi ueathed the latter to Josiah Tom- 
kina, his faithful assistant, as a mark of his esteem and regard. 
Josiah promptly added @ cold boiled and » dry fish department 
to the business, and was rapidly ee a fortune. 

Yet Josinh was not happy, for in his soul poetry surged and 


struggled, and in his stomach bile surged and struggled too, and 
as we have already said, bile had the mastery. ie ay ‘ 

For Josiah had aspirations to shine in the world of literature. 
As yet these aspirations had been somewhat crushed. The 
only poem which had been published was one which had been 
accepted by the local editor at 2d. a line for fifty insertions, 


and which began— 
“Go to Tomkins for your 


ham, 
Where nought is sold that 
is a sham.” 


The other proms had 
been insert *. in the 
waste baske . :ad re- 
ted insertions of 
his sort had caused 
Josiah to despair. 

So he had cut pro- 
ros poetry, = 
taken to poetic pcose 
in the intervale: of 
leisure which a busi- 
ness-like attention to 
the ham and cheese 
establishment al- 
lowed, 

Josiah had written 
a story—a Christmas 
story. It was on 
ds dat orthodox 
lines—had the usual 
wild snow storm, in 
which  snowtlakes 
eddied and whirled 
in the vicinity of the 
village public-house signboard,—had the usual tired and wearied 
woman struggling along with the usual hungry kid who smiled 
angelic smiles and talked Thomas rot at intervals. That story 
had been duly despatched in the early autumn to an editor 
who dealt in these things freely, and Josiah’s mind was occu- 
pied with conflicting thoughts as to that story's ultimate fate. 

Josiah’s preoccupation was apparent to everyone, His assistants 
had been astonished on several occasions to see him actually give 
jut weight in quarter pound purchases, and on one occasion he 

ad given away for one penny a ham bone which, at a moderate 
estimate, was worth 2)¢. These signs of perturbation increased 
as the day approached when that story might be likely to 


a r. 

i Josiah, to calm his troubled soul by sympathetic converse, 
made an evening call on Miss Maria Selby, a mature maiden, who 
struggled with neuralgia and a secret passion for the proprietor of 
ihe bom and cheese shop business, 

Miss Maria was a i ing ogo soul. She speedily realised that 
something lay heavily on her visitor's mind, aud with a true 
woman's tact she determined to elicit confidence and to apply the 
soothing balm of kindly advice. 

“ Are you ill, Mr. Tomkins?” said Maria. 

“No, Miss Selby,” said Tomkins, “I am well—well as ever I 
was ; but I have something on my mind.” 

“f knew it,” said Miss Selby, “I knew it. Would not the sym- 
pathy of one who has true friendship for you relieve the tension? 
Confide the matter in me.” 

A “ [am troubled as to whether or not I will be accepted,” said 


osiah. 

“Can you doubt it?” said Miss Selby, with a virgin blush, as 
she threw herself into the arms of Josiah. 

“But Miss Selby —.” 

“Call me Maria, dear Josiah,” said Miss Selby as she planted a 
kiss in the neighbourhood of Josiah’s nose. 

“Bless you, my children, bless you,” remarked Miss Selby’s 
age. but vigorous, mother, as she appeared suddenly at the door 
of the room. “Though | had searched the wide, wide world I 
would have chosen here,” she continued. 


So Josiah unexpectedly found himself accepted, but the Christ- 
mas story came back a week later with the stereotyped “ declined 
with thanks” attached to it. 
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FEbe Wycwo Grolumbine. 


LITTLE Mra. Polly Huggins, with an expression of discontent 
drawing down the corners of her pretty mouth, was just making 
up her mind that , 

“she'd had about > 
enough of it.” 

It was a cold day, 
drawing towards 
evening. A bright 
fire glowed in the 

ate, and little 
Mra. Polly lolled 
with careless, 
“tumbled” Se 
@ kittenish-lookin, 
combination o 
epee contours, 

lowy lace, and 
rumpled brown hair 
—in a big, soft arm- 
chair full of great 
cus tien ae phe ee ' 
clung closely and lovingly about her. Her small toes, encased in 
wicked little shoes, rested on the fender-stool, and her skirt, drawn 
up—not without a.su — of dainty frilliness in the mysterious 
twilight beneath—laid freeto the grateful warmth a goodly measure 
of black silk shapeliness ornamented with silver clocks. 
_Altogether, the little lady made a sufticiently bewitching “living 
picture” ; and though the hypocritical County Councillor mighi 
posal have objected to her pose, to ordinary decent-minded 
people it was merely a “ purely artistic” one. 

Jack Huggins was only second reporter on a newspaper in the 
North when Polly married him, some eighteen eouihe before wo 
make her acquaintance, and when he got a post ona big London 
daily, and they both came to town, they didn't know a soul in the 
City. This was not so bad for Jack, whose work occupied him 
closely all day, and whose intercourse with his fellow-workers 
modified things a bit, but Polly found it pretty dull after she had 
exhausted the attractions of the shops and grown accustomed to 
the town life and bustle, 

They made a few acquaintances after a while, but they were 
mostly bus’ ple like Jack himself or hopelessly unconyenial ; 

with Jack away all day, and tired and dull when he returned 
in the eveniug—he generally went to sleep on the sofa after dinner— 
Polly was severely put to it to counteract the monotony. 

As a consequence she became petulunt and irritable and rather 
bad company, so that Jack didn't hurry home in the evenings, and 
that didu'teimprove matters. But the climax of injury had been 
reached a night or two ago, when Jack announced his appointment 
as assistant night editor. “It was too bad for anything,” Polly 
said, “with a husband away all night and asleep all day ; one 
might as well have no husband at all—better, in fact!” It was 
this reflection which had brought her to the point of considering 
that “she'd had about enough of it.” 


* e * ° * . 

The objectionable appointment was about three months old, 
Polly's irritability and Jack’s resentment of it had brought about 
“strained relations” of a very uncomfortable description. Polly 
took to going out a good deal in the mornings when Jack was 
sleeping, and when the latter awoke in time for his afternoon meal 
she was generally too tired to talk. Saturdays, the only days Jack 
was not on duty, were-looked forward to with less and less satis- 
faction by both, and Jack took Saturday and Sunday runs into the 
country with a pal with increasing frequency. 

Things were in this condition when, one night about a week 
before Christmas, there being a lull in the oftice work which pro- 
mnised to last for a couple of hours, the dramatic critic persuaded 
Jack to fill up the time by having a look at the New Columbine at 
the St. Vitus's with him. 

There had been a good deal of preliminary talk about this lady, 
and for beauty, ayility, and dash she was expected to create some- 
thing of a furore even by those accustomed to discount preliminary 


As a matter of fact she did make a tremendous hit, in which 
Jack assisted with some very exuberant applause. Jack was com- 
pletely knocked over, in short. He managed, by some means or 
other, to be in the theatre every evening for the Transfurmation 
Scene and the Harlequinade. Every Saturday he was in town for 
the watinée. He did feel a bit queer when he told Volly the first 
time that he was“ oif to Liverpool with Bob,” but she seemed rather 
relieved than otherwise, he thought, so he stifled his remorse. 
There is no disguising it. He had fallen a complete victim to the 

olden wig, powdered shoulders, and pink silk fascinations of the 

‘ew Columbine. He tried to get an introduction to her, but it 
proved unusually difficult. The Indy was very rey of making 
acquaintances, and rejected all outside advances, At last he wrote 
i ee making the complete plunge, while he was about it, and 
asked her to supper on the Saturday evening (having gone “to 
Birmingham with Tom”). Did no passing thought of his wife make 
him pause, youask? Well, yea, it did, and—he disguised his hand- 
writing and uxed somebody else's name, 

e * 


2 * * e 

Baby St. Malo, which was the New Columbine’s name in the 
bills, pondered over Jack's note thoughtfully, It was not the tirst 
of the kind she had received, but this caught her at a “ psycho- 
logical moment.” ; 

“Why shouldn't 1?” she murmured, “just for once. I shall 
only be alone and precious dull at home. This might be some 
fun, and | think I can take care of myself.” 

So the conclusion of the performance found Jack scarcely able 
to believe in his good luck, waiting at the stage door with a hansom. 
Presently a little muffled figure appeared which seemed familiar, 
and Jack went forward, ee 

“ Miss St. Malo?” he said, enquiringly. , 

“Yes,” replied the figure, but as the light of the dim lamp in 
the doorway fell on their faces both started back. 

“Jack |" screamed the lady. 

“Polly!” cried Jack. 

There wasa pause, Then Jack, who 

n to understand a good deal, said 
quietly, “ Let’s go to supper.” 
* 


° * ° 

Over supper there was a good dea! 
of shame-! explanation. 

It appeared that Polly, pondering 
how to occupy her mornings, took 
a fancy to learn skirt dancing, and 
the latent talent she developed in- 
duced her instructor—an old war- 
horse—to persuade her to Poss 
the profession.” Having no family 
of her own, she was easily persuaded 
to do so—Jack’s frequent absences 
smoothing the path for her. 

“ And so you deceived me, Polly?” 
said Jack, reproachfully. 

“TI didn’t deceive you!” she re- 
torted ; “Lonly didn't tell you, And, 
anyway, it wasn't as bad asa married 
man running after a strange woman.” 

“But you were not a strange 
woman,” said Jack, 

“1 was, for all you knew.” 

“Well, you were willing enough to 
sup with a strange man.” 

“The fact is, Jack,” said Polly, comfortably evading the point, 
“it's Fate—it shows we were meant for each other. Youd have 
recognised me sooner, only you'd seen so little of me fora long 
time, that you must have forgotten what [am like.” 

“TL know pretty well now what youre like,” said Jack, with @ 
twinkle, ‘ Let’s get home.” 


cc 
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THE POWER OF IMAGINATION. 
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WEATHER FORECAST FOR CHRISTIAAS. 
Heavy Dill-storms may be expected over all parts of the 
country —improving Liter (perhajp >. 


ScCENK— The Moatea Grange, TIME—AMidnizht, Christmas Ev, ' 
Ghost of Sir Hugh. A Merry Christmas, indeed! I hear the 
Parish Council have decided to pull down the G: 3 { 
what's to become of us? ——1 oP = © 6 
(¥.B.— The above is not given word for word as Sir Hugo 
said it, but as near as the printer wil! allow, 


First Outcast (lacking the moral courage to look throuyh and see a Christmas Party at table), What are 
they doin’ now, Lill? 


A CHRISTMAS NIGHTMARE. ‘ - 
Father Pudding. Are you one of the family, or have you Second Outcast, a” old cove's a-carvin' the turkey. Ps F 
been gulping my eldest son whole ? First Outcast, I8'e? (dreamily, after a slight pause). Tell ‘im to shove lots o’ stuffin on my plate! | ( 4 
} 
G, 
SLOPER’S PANTOMIME. NY 
Cr 
VdoMnNo where's Ave ne) 4 s Spend buy one ,owd Qe You cals Vth you ‘ 
S ° NS your teslend to rows Wt We was MeaUr fpr mts 
\Sa7 my A ’ 1. 6 sed de 4 
2 Yy ge San a oon op ¢ 
’ ‘ 3 IE © og / $ 4 Music, ‘tis said, soothes the savage breast ; “Tl 
But loveliness soothes A. £ JOPEK best, 
3 
Ae 
When he got his cue : Pech 
the Wicked Demon, N > We Vairy Queen 
found heat lost N is be ee Yok 
Wwelhegd ‘. ’ \ cout Ne 
ANY IX desired 
Rates more, 
perhaps, \ ° 
anything, Mord hove words 
when Line STAKE . 
To contradict the Pantomimes, Cinderella didn't really bolt, 
minns a slipper, when the clock struck twelve, As a matter ot 
fuct, sha simply sat ont every dance after that hour with the ; 
“ wrong man” on the stairs ; though, of course, she married the 
right Prince afterwards like a good little girl, 
doi 
eek J ' : : ~ ; 
& d ne Baby Wonder Cron Gog on, 
The Firs Wiecond Cow lons <A : Os ASADQK Hod wok, aigplied Lor leave — 
she wad their jecloury IM o move prattical woy- TNE SNM Deol of Wis” Bibogaines te Rombominad was O WAG Success . 
IT _WOULON’T WASH ! EXCUSABLE AT THE FESTIVE SEASON. THE CYNOSURE OF ALL EYES. 
can ) 
10) i! Ve ONE BOTTLE OID IT. 
————e Before being completely overcome by the effects.of the inten 
~ =a cold the antetenase traveller was heard to repeat in broker 
> accents: “I know — what — it —‘ill— be—hic !—ten—bob wt 
fourteensh—daysh, sbame as lasht timesh—hic ! 
PAY I> “ey 
reo 
m5 % 
a mere = pa 
ZW) Y= 
. 
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But still Bertha bas not yct received that pro- 


Wife (just arrived on ccew). Whatever are you vod 
doing, George ¢ fi ‘hich z : 
poral of marriage from the young Exrl, for whic THE VEGETARIAN FATHER CHRISTMAS 


George (with presence of mind), Only taking a fy 


out Bf Susan's eye. Giving the Waite a droz- too nineh, she has so long been angling, 


Christmas, 1894.) 


HIS ARTFULNESS. 


¢ 
1 
ye tere, 
0 
~s Daughter, T suppese you have been veay busy this 
ne Postman. Well yea, Miss, fairish, as T might say, fairish, 
«vs leaves the rectory ‘lelivery to the Inst ; it’s always 
est at Christmas and Valentine times. 
(Gets extra half-crown for Christmas-bor, 
BOXING NIGHT AT THE LANE. 
“There, see that fair one in the ninth row? Well, our 
milkman’s cousin knows her sister!" (Sensation, 
j 
J 
It. 
of 
he 
te 
“Tselve o'clock. Two miles to go, and but half an ho 
doitin. It must and shall be done fs : ——* 
[As it was, SLOPER'S Ancestor arrived at the pub. just in 
time for a last drink, Another minute and the door 
would have been closed, 
PEACE AND GOODWILL ON CHRISTMAS DAY. 
on 
sa 
ue 
er 


‘2 
é = 
<2 


Lard lad said to the undertaker “Come awa’, I am deter- 
ar a:lmonish that foul-hearted ruffian, McNab, this day, and 
invioaty Services will be required, ma laddie.” And then the 
fost the Elder to come out an’ get murdered, and the Elder 
Pildig® Berra jargon by a who p, a yell, and a bilin’ hot 
Lorrie 4 cSnatchum w. is i 

"tied awa’ by the oe ‘as much di-appointed, and 
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A COOL REQUEST. 


Shade of Cromweil (to hot ehvstunt man). Awfully cold, ain't it, John? Put two 
Penn ‘orth of those in the tope of my boots, to keep my beetle squashers warm, and I'll 
pay you when we meet later on. 


BEHIND THE SCENFS 


——_ mm 
Tottie, What sort of part have you got iu the new burlesque, dear ? 
Nellie, Oh, very scanty, love. 
Tottie. Um! Lines or dress ? 


TUPPERTIP’S MISTLETOE SPRIG. 


on 


(1) Tuppertip—rather a bashful man, Tuppertip— 
went to a Christmas party. The first person he en- 
countered was his trend Tippertup, slightly more 
bashful than himself in the usual way, with a sprig of 
mistletoe. “ Awful lark,” said Tippertup, “kissing the 
girl” “But you are such a quiet chap.” “Ah, but 
Christmas makes all the difference, old boy.” 


(4) But after imbibing a gliss or two of negus our 
hero felt himself again, “What a charming little girl,” 
sail he, noticing a httle lady standing alone ; “she looks 
as if akiss would do her goml, Once more, hurrah for 
Christmas customs!" But when he attempted she 
lwoked frightened, and ran away. 


YULETIDE REFLECTIONS. 


> 


Result of supping off turkey and saucy-gees. 


Boskey (retired for the nigh’). Thash the worsht of theshe (hic!) country 
pubs !—the sheetsh are always sodamp! (hic!) 


HEAVY NIGHTMARE. 


(2) And Tippertup winked. “Do give us a bit,” said 
Tuppertip, who had never kissed a girl in his life— 
except his sisters, But, law bless you, encouraged by 
Tippertup, he no sooner had it iu his possession than he 
felt quite a gay boy, but cautiously thought he wouwd 
make a t«ginning by kissing one of the maids, and 
reccived a sound box on the ear. 


(5) Yes, and whispered to a tall military gentleman, 
who came striding up to Tuppertip, “One worl with 
you apart, sir,” he said. “ Now we are unobserved, will 
you receive my cant ora kicking?"  Tuppertip mur- 
mured something about Christmas customs, but the 
other called him a damued shuffler, and kicked him, 


(3) “Never mind,” said he, gaily, “hurrah for 
Christmas customs!" “ Here comes Miss Georgina, our 
host's daughter ; I've only met her once before, but I 
don't suppose that matters at Christmas time.” so he 
tried to kiss her, and got each a look he seemed to sink 
into his shoes under it. She toll her Pa she thought 
Me. Tuppertip was tip-y. 


(6) Presently he came upon Tippertup hid away in 
an ante-room, and then it dawned upon him that his 
abettor was ahumbuy. But he didn’t go home kissless, 
bless you, fr Cleopatra, the clderly frien of the family, 
spotted him. “Ckristmas customs, Mr. Tuppertip!" 
ericd the sprightly maiden, After that Tuppertip left. 


A HOT ARGUMENT @N A COLD DAY 


“Are Clara and John quarreling? No, but they are having such an awful hot 
argument that I am afraid they will melt the ice.” 


es 


alii 


14 
EMbe Wiencle Eirl at Grhristmas. 


A Nice ‘ickle girl is the bicycle cirl, 
Iu the luminous evenings of Spring ; 
And I'm bound, as a teller of truth, to confess 
That—in spite of her rashly irrational dress— 
When she hops off her 
Safety, her hand I 


can press, 
And can call her “a 
dear little thing!” 
For a nice ‘ickle an is 
the bicycle girl, 
: In the beautiful sea- 
3 son of Spring. 


> Anice ‘ickle girl is the 
. bicycle girl, 
In the shine of the 
> suns of the Summer; 
"~’ As she spins to my side, 
in her “bloomers” 


arrayed, 

Through the leaf -laden 
lane, or the shade 
of the glade, 

By her presence what 
smiles to my face 
are conveyed, 

How her absence can 
render it glummer! 
For a nice ‘ickle grt is 
the bicycle girl, 
In the sensual season 
of Summer. 


A nice ‘ickle girl is the bicycle girl, 
When the Autumn is reaching its fulness ; 
Her cheeks are as brown as the ripening corn, 
And her lips are as red as the rose on the thorn, 
And her song, like the song of the reaper at morn, 
Is a magic dispeller of dulness; | 
For a nice ‘ickle gir] is the bicycle girl, 
As the Autumn flies on to its fulness, 


Is the bicycle girl still a nice 'ickle girl, 
When the windy, wet Winter is here? 
Yes, by Jingo! she is, if the truth must be told, 
For at Yule-tide 1 met her, that cycless so bold, 
And her face was so icy, her hand was ro cold, 
That they froze me to death, jolly near! 
Oh! AN ICICLE GIRL is the bicycle girl, 
When the wildness of Winter is here. 


——7—_—— 


FuAbe NNZit of the Winner APlable. 


IT was the facetious cousin—the greatest bore in the world— 
who had _been asked to the party by his simple-minded elder] 
relatives because he “always kept the table in a roar.” As achec 
upon consumption of the edibles he'd been given two young ladies 
—one on either side—to look after, and nicely did he bore them 
with his music-hall gags and billiard-room sallies. Course after 
couree was got through, and at last the turkey came up. With it 
the champagne—a fine old ‘93 wine of the well-known and justly 
celebrated Carte Blanche Eau Sucreée vintage. 

“Now, Miss B.,” he said, as he grabbed the bottle. “you'll 
indulge in a drop o’ the sparklin’, J know?” 

“No, thanks; I don’t care for champagne,” she said. 

“Don't yer? Well, strange to say, I ‘ardly ever touches it 
myself: I find it goes to my ‘ead.” 

Wearied to death of him, she paused a second and remarked, 
quite loud enough for most of the guests to hear : 

= ve it goes to your head, does it?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I'll tell you how you can remedy that. When you feel 
like champagne, and it runs to it, hang on to the cornice pole 
with sour toes and get your landlady to feed you with it through 
a squirt?” 

He never raid another word to that girl all the evening, and 
when, out of sheer charity, she called his name at “ postman’s 
knock,” he wouldn't go outside the door to pay the kisses, 


Favardly Consistent. 


First Pert Young Thing. 1 thought you eaid Mr. Dedman was a 
firm believer in the theory of “ natural selection”? 

Second Pert Young Thing. So he is. 

First Pert Young Thing. But, good gracious! just look at that 
girl he’s inveigled beneath the mistletoe! Did ever you eee such 
a fright in all your life? If you don't call her perfectly unnatural 
—well, Im Darwined! 


—~-»—_—_—— 


FX VWuletiic €xbant. 
Now for frivolity, 
Jobing and jollity, 
Christinas is on us again ; 
Care we will banish, 
Sorrow must vanish, 
Dozens of bumpers we'll drain! 
Gather ye holly, 
Oh, damnozelles jolly, 
High let the mistletoe hang ; 
wr Driving away dull care, 
vf Clear through the frosty 


air, 
Loud let the Christmas 
bells clang. 


Laddies and lasses, 
Fill up roar glasses, 
Follow the lead of your 


host ; 
Heeltaps disdaining, 
Nothing restraining, 
“Christmas!” to-night is 
the toast ! 


Fun is before us, 
Carol and chorus, 
Walnuts and waltzes and 
wine; 
Arm in arm linking, 

All must be drinking, 
“Christmas and ‘Auld 
Lang Syne'!” 

Stand on the table 
All who are able, 
Flourish your glasses on 


ga; 

Let your glad laughter 
Ring round each rafter, 
“Christmas!” to-night is 

the cry. 


Up with the tumblers! 

Down with the grumblers ! 
The night into morning prolong! 

ALLY rejoices, 

Lift up your voices, 
“Christmas!” to-night is the song. 


ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


3 ’ : 
Abe Gd "CLn’'s SXihristmas Shout. 
CROWNED with the ivy, and crowned with the holly, 
Bearing the mistletoe bough in his hand, 
Christmas is here again, joysume and jolly, 
Christmas is here again, beaming and bland. 
Wassail galore for our drinking he brings us, 
Lots of plum-pudding around him he flings, 
Melodies mirthful he merrily sings us, 
And this is the chief of the songs that he sings: 
While through the land my march | make, 
If you'd be free from pain and ache, 
From shivery shake, and qualmy ques, 
Then SLOPER's PILLS are the thing to take! 


Malice, and rancour, and rage, and resentment, 
Envy, and hatred, he bids us forego : 
Ever-green flowerets of Peace and Contentment 

He calls us to cull, as about him they grow. 
But, since we can scarce be in tranquil condition 

If health—lovely health—precious health—be not ours, 
He lifts up his voice with a kind admonition, 

And sings as he enters our winter-clad bowers : 
While through the land my march I make, 
Sold 

rom shivery shake, and qualmy quake, 
Then SLOPER's PILLS are the thing to take! 


He heaps up the logs, till they shine on our faces ; 
He hae up the board, till it groans with good cheer ; 
He calls to our loved ones in far-distant p! 
And, swift at the summons, our loved ones draw near. 
He helps us to frolic and frisk, without question 
Of Time's 6: y flight, when with friends we are met ; 
But, because in his fala comes the fiend Indigestion, 
He sings of a friend we should never forget : 
While through the land my march | make, 
If you'd be free from pain and ache, 
From shivery shake and qualmy —, 
Then SLOPER'S PILLS are the thing to take! 


So here's to old Christmas, the gleesome and jolly, 
And, while he is with us, by hook or by crook, 
We'll be fresh as the ivy, and blithe as the holly, 
‘And thus take a leaf from old Christmas’s book. 
And, when he away to his resting-place passes, _ 
He'll trust that next year we may meet him again ; 
So to men and to women, to lads and to lasses, 
He'll sing, as he leaves us, his simple refrain : 
Till ie my sleep | next awake, 
If you'd be from pain and ache, 
From shivery shake and qualmy quake, 
Then SLOPER'S PILLS are the thing to take ! 
(N.B.—Yow can get SLOPER'S PILLS at all Chemists and 
Drugqgists, or post free from Gurden § Co., 99 Shoe Lane, 
London EC, price 9d. per box (fifty pills).] 


She Foch Khaer Wnts, 


THE glorious message of “ Peace on earth and good will toward 
men” was bursting tumultuously from the throats of a hundred 
church bells as Mra. Pudtlapper awoke. Then, deftly stirring the 
slumbering form at 
her side by the appli- 
cation of her elbow to 
the small of his bac 
she encountere 
his startled gaze 
with a look of lofty, 
yet ere resignation. 

“John enry 
Pudflapper,” she 
said, calmly, “it’s 
lucky for you that 
I'm a Christian 
woman and 
thoroughly awal.> 
to the proper senti- 
ment = ute the ear 
eon; ot you’ 
find your Chrise 
. mas Day the reverse 

- 1 soon 
8 pass over your 
carryings-on for the 
last ten days, and 
: not even refer to 

your return at three 
o'clock this morning in a state more befitting some degraded 
denizen of the forest than a human man! My duty,! know, is to 
forget and forgive. I may therefore tell you that, though I have 
giventhe girl a holiday, and am myself going to » wd the day at 
sister Jane's, preparations for your comfort have not been neglected. 
You will find, hanging in the coal-cellar, a 101b. goose, which 
merely requires pluc ng and all the materials for the stufting are 
in the copper on a tin dish atop of the potatoes. In the white 
basin on the be shelf in the larder you will see a pudding, which 
only wants boiling for another seven hours—and be careful how 
you untie the cloth. If you require drink! there is half a bottle 
of black-currant wine on the sideboard, and—I trust you may 
eater yourself! John Henry, 1 wish youa merry Christinas !"” 
nd stepping serenely from between the sheets, with the air of one 
who has fought the good fight, and conquered, Mrs. Pudflapper 
made a bee-line for the looking-glass. 


One Penny; Post free, 14d. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS! 


Sixteen Pages of Right-Down Roaring Stuff, and a Christmas 
Detective Story, “Run to Earth," by ARTHUR HEREWARD. 


One Shilling; Post free, 1s. 2id. In a Coloured Cover. 
THE ROUND TABLE ANNUAL FOR 18985. 


MERRY CHRISTMAS. 


FULL OF SEASONABLE PICTURES AND STORIES. 


One Shilling; Post free, 1s, 3a. In a Coloured Cover. 
JUDY'S ANNUAL FOR 180905. 


FOOTLIGHTS. 
Pictures and Stories of Theatrical Life, 
Portraits of Acto: pega: rs, 
Composers, Authors, Critics, ete., ete. 


Threepence; Post free, 4d. 


JUDY ALMANAG for 1895. 


Two Pictures for Every Month, a Double-Page Cartoon 
by Wm. Parkinson, “The Calendar” and 
“ Seasons” by A. CHASEMORE, and Plenty of Festive Reading. 


GILBERT DALZIBL, 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.6 


(Christmas, 1894. 
HAlootsic’s Gerry Gbhristmas. 


It has been determined by Poor Pa that this Christin: 
kept at “The Mildeweries * after the fashion of Olden Times. a 
pre} tions are now being made. 
though Poor Pa himself, and all others who rashly tasted vt 


last year’s Wassail Bowl, felt afterwards very poorly indeed, still, 
as Poor Pa says, it’s a fine old Christmas institution, but this year 
it has been resolved not to make it quite so mixed. Then there 
are to be sports and mes in the k m, and in the 
parlour innocent , mee for the young people. 

The games of innocence, both ancient and modern, are to be 
played. Bundles, honey-pots, hot cockles, Jack's alive, hunt the 
slipper, snapdragon, kiss-in-the-ring, leap frog, creag, black and 
ship : g and marring, Mosel the Peygge, figgum, coddam 
and spoof. 

Poor Pa has just purvhased a second-hand copy of good old 
Joseph Strutt’s book, and is studying its contents for reasons 
unknown, whilst Snatcher eyes him uneasily. They baited bul!s 
in the good old times in merry England, and tied tea-kettles and 


bar's 2 to dogs’ tails. 

“Hail, Merry Christmas!” I quote from a poem at present 
unfinished, from the pen of Poor Pa. “Hail, Merry Christmas!” 
There appears to me to be much warmth and geniality about the 
commencement of this poem, and the same amount of striking 
originality as usually characterises Poor Pa’s everyday utterances. 
When the poem is completed, Poor Pa proposes issuing it as a 
bu ose ye to his paper. 

e advent of the Festive Season is already anticipated in the 
neighbourhood of the Canine Corner. At the Most Adjacent | 
am informed Lat are preparing the v deadliest Christm:: 
hampers on record. They have had a cartload of sand delivered 
at the grocer's, which is said to be intended for a garden path; a:, 
however, the grocer has up to now no garden, we are wondering. 

Generally, as Ma saya, things look quite “ Christmassy,” and our 
oldest established undertaker was seen only yesterday shaking 
hands, quite friendly, with the low-priced man at the opposition 
undertaking shop, and as he slapped him on the back was hear! 
to say “ Let bygones be bygones. We'll both of us be buey thi- 
season, | bet.” « * ° ° ° 
mt is Christmas Eve. Ma has cent out for crumpets, and pour: 
some colourless fluid from a half-pint twopenny ttle from th 
Most Adjacent into her tea, and says, in answer to an inquirin. 
look from Poor Pa’s eye, “Spasms.” “Same here,” says Poor I'1. 
and helps himself from Ma‘s bottle. Tottie Goodenough, Lardi 
Longeox, and 1 are just finishing the decorations of the rvom 
with holly and mistletoe, and Alexandry is toasting the secon:! 

h of crumpets. Presently the sound of cab wheels and the 
wild notes of a Christmas concertina gone wrong, are heard 
without, accompanied by vocal suunds, 

“ Lord save ye, Merry Gentlem 
Let nothing you dismay.” 

The tune does not seem quite all it might Laster the intention 
is evidently of the best. We rush to the window to discover 
without Lord Bob, the Dook Snook, the Honourable Billy, a huge 
hamper, and a gigantic wine case. The hamper and case are 
brought into the parlour to be unpacked, and Snatcher, suspicious 
of dynamite, atrershes his neck and eniffs at them cautiously. 
Meanwhile cabby, receiving a liberal fare from Bob, wishes us all 
a Merry Christmas, and observes with respect to the lugguge, 
“ You've got a tightner there, an’ no mistake.” i 

About this time Poor Pa seems to become aware of the wile 
case and hamper, and pressing Lord Bob's hand, as it were, more 
in sorrow than in anger, says: “ You shouldn't have done this. 
Really you shouldn't. 1 had already, of course, made my little 
preparations.” : : Fs 

“Well, shove this turkey and things into ice, and keep them ti 1 
New Year's Day,” says Bob. But Poor Pa makes no reply, and 
probably we shall never know to what extent his words were 
truthful. * * « pre eis. _ 

It is Christmas Day. It is dinner-time. Whatadinner! An:i 
how the champagne corks pop! And when the cloth is renioved, 
kiss-in-the-ring and other innocent gambollings occur, and then 
comes snapdragon, and Billy burns his mouth. Later on, 214 
volunteers a song, but only remembering one verse, she sings 1 
twice. Later on still, Poor Pa is found to be missing, and is di-- 
covered in the back kitchen, among the dirty plates, in tears. 
Asked baked he weeps, he says, “IT 1s FoR Joy,” un: that his heart 
is very full. ° * * * * e 

Later on, when the snowflakes fall or the sunstrokes come on 
(we go to press a bit in advance of weather prophesies), Poor Ps 


ing had a nice nap, with his head 
who is beam the egg ewer a nice nap, snd borrows 


on a cab lis down a bi on all assembled 
. Then Ma, in th 
ten of them from Bob (1 mean a a) Te had for: 


moonlight, on the doorstep, obliges with 
tod ov sig- up the road, wishing us s Hapry 
Row Year, And wish you all my dears, the very happiest e 
Years, with s jolly Merry Christmas before it, 
AND LOTS OF MISTLETOE! 


are —— 


— 


hs 


Christmas, 1894.) 


A HAIR PIN 


WITHOUT WITHOUT POINTS 4 
HAS GOOD — 
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D, MANUFACTURERS OF TOILET ART: 
BI RMINGHAD ra LONDON. 


HINDE’S 
HAIR 
CURLERS. 


Used without Heat. 


—- 


ManvuractuRcAS 
BIRMINGHAM & LONDON.” 


se e R WORLD-RENOWNED 
me HAIR PRODUCER 
iF AND RESTORER. 


Is the Best Dressing Specially Prepared and 
Pefumed for Toilet Use. 


“ Harlene” produces Luxuriant Hair, 
f revents its falling off and turning Grey. 


UN: 
for Promoting the Growth of 
Ty, BEARD and MOUSTACHE. 
comes The world-renowned remedy for Baldness. 
= ey For Curing Weak and Thin aera hes, Preservi 
Strengthening, and renderin; Hair beau stifune 


Soft. For removing Scurf, wlruff, etc.; also for 
Grey Hair to ita Natural Colour. e without 
to 


In 6d. and 1s. Boxes of all 


HINDES LIMITED,““"s, 


EDWARDS. . AIF 


the 


from Ct remists, mers 

the Work, or seut direct, postage puid, on receipt 
FDWARDS’ “HARLENE” (CO. 
ae 95 High Holborn, London, W.C. 


cYPTIAR GOLD AND ( CARBON DIAMONDS. 


are perfect in respect, imitati.g in appearance 18-ct. Gold 
(Se tat wate Having ease be rd orSuhdeat of thels will stand all W: 
olour th ving fully i wes if wear, They wi faters, Acids, Alkali, H. at, etc., 
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APPOINTED BY 
SPECIAL ROYAL WARRANT 
SOAPMAKERS TO 


= — 
- Ne MAJESTY THE QUEEN. y 
—\ ow 
Zo ORs 


= CANDLELIGHT: 


clothes 
bry 


poe 
white 
in 

any 


Ken ee 
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LINK SHELL TRUSS (PATENT) 
POSITIVELY CURES 


Vide “HOSPITAL WORLD,” July 18th, 1894. 


ee SES 
WRITE FOR PARTICULARS, ONE STAMP. 
a 


LINK SHELL TRUSS COMPANY, 171 WARDOUR STREET, LONDO', W. 


2 RUPTURE. 


LINK SHELL TRUSS (PATENT) 


POSITIVELYVTY CURES 


Vide “LANCET,” August 4th, 1994. 


a eS 
WRITE FOR PARTICULARS, ONE STAMP. 
——— 


LINK SHELL TRUSS COMPANY, Surgical Instroment Makers, 171 Wardour St., London, W. 
ESTABLISHED 1840. 


ee 
17 GOLD MEDALS. 
Only Gold Medal, Paris, 1889. 
@niv Gold Medal, Chicago, 


Awards: 
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16 ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. (Christmas, 1894, és 


A CALAMITY HE GOT IT. A TERRIBLE ACCUSATION. 


Jt was the nicht o' th’ Bairnies’ Christmas-tree an’ tea-fight, when 


Curate (to girls on their way skating). Surely, something dreadful will — in an impertinent manner, roared tae th’ Elder,“ Ye brazen- 


. , 
befall you if you forsake the Church for the pomps and Vanities of this faced. heepercreetical cormorant! ye'vedrank a’ the milk provided for 


2 - a ° they innocent sucklin’s! McNab! wi' that nose, an’ that breath!” 

wicked wor! Aunt Jane. Certainly not, Freddy ! you've had Ge already. You'll be ill. The Elder raised his hand and smote the hot-bellied accuser with a 

Ethel. Something dreadful Aas happenel, Mr. Chumpley: Gertrude Freddy (whimpering). An’ you always braggin’ Sbowt fear mince pies, too, mighty smite, and as he lay a “corpse” the Christmas-tree went 
has left the powder-box at home. They can't be up to much if another ‘un ‘ud make me ill! ly on. 


A SLIDE, AND WHAT CAME OF IT. 


oy. 


ys didsiime r 


“Come on, Bill, let’s have a slide, sho li us +” “Blithers ! I'm down!" « Jehoshaphat !” 


W’ATER SURPRISE! 


kepertenced . There! thirty yeers hive I been in the 
- ballet, Pa a iaae are he don’t want me! Pah 
with the s 
shop scene 
paper for 
Temember 


iH . 
ti \ 
i i 
ul t 
“Ob, Mr. Nuppy, will you sit between dear Uncle Gazger and 
deur t Lie 
etal dor Code and dear Aunt do nothing but wrangle all 
"There must be some water in this instrument.” “Leave of! You mustu't make that row here.” “All right, cir; Iam only the waits.” dinner time, everyone chuckles—but poor Nuppy! 
WHEN THE CAT'S AWAY. WEAK ON THE PINS. ry Foie 
more to am 
Dristinds 
nows bea 
ie By oft m H 
Mes] fron 
Bright. ag 
Parked in 
Ir on 
Sey 


». 
fay 
Butler, Not bad—unot at all bad ; but I fer the ‘igher hart. Pia: ethi dn ea ieee 4 - 
r, —not at a’ ; bu refer the ‘ig! somethin, e maiden said, wit! 
classical. : : : Bill gives me Pomuery or Mum— “Hullo! what's the hind legs of the elephant np to? | Perbaps the landlord of the Mammer' 
Footman. Give ‘im “'E dunno where ‘e are,” Mary. That ie the ‘boy * for me!” 4rms tell us 
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